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Songs of Praiſe to Almighty God, 
Upon ſeveral Occaſions. | 


© x 


EL general * of ds to Almighty G0 D. 
I. 


He ſhall I ſing that Majeſty 1 
Which Angels do admire! [ 
Let duſt in duſt and filence lie, | 
Sing, fing, ye Heav'nly Choir. 
Thou FR of Thouſands ſtand around 
Thy Throne, O God, moſt high ; 
Ten Thouſand times Ten Thouſand ſound 


Thy Praiſe; but who am? 1117774 
II. n 

Thy brightneſs unto > them appears (Hs, pie 
Whilſt I thy Footſteps trace; OS 


A ſound of God comes to my Ears, 
But they behold thy Face. 
They ſing, becauſe thou art their Sun; 

Lord, ſerid a Beam on me; 
For where Heav'n is but once begun, 
There Hallelujahs be, 


III. N | 
Enlighten with Faith's Light my Heart vor. at 
Enflame it with Love's Fire, | N 
Then ſhall I fing, and bear a Part {4 
With chat Mes 3 un | 
arr | 


* . FI . * 
* 


* 
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I ſhall, I fear, be dark and cold, 
With all my Fire and Light: 

Yet when thou doſt accept their Gold, 
Lord, treaſure up my Mite. 


IV. 
How great a Being, Lord, is thine, 
Which doth all Beings keep ! 
Thy Knowledge is the only Line 
To ſound fo vaſt and deep. 
Thou art a Sea without a Shore, 
A Sun without a Sphere ; 
Thy Time is now and evermare, | 
Thy Place is every where. 


V 


How good art thou, whoſe goodneſs is 
Our Parent, Nurſe and Guide; 

Whoſe Streams do water Paradiſe, 
And all the Earth beſide ! 

Thane upper and thy nether Springs 
Make both thy Worlds to thrive ; 
Under thy warm and ſhelt'ring Wings 

Thou keep'ſt two Broods alive. 


VI. | 

Thine Arm of Might, moſt mighty King, 

Both Rocks and Hearts doth break: 
My God, Thou canſt do every Thing 

But what ſhould ſhew thee weak. 
Thou canſt not croſs thyſelf, or be 

Lets than thyſelf, or poor: 
But whatioever pleaſeth Thee, 
That canſt chou do, and more, 
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VII. 


Who ſhould not fear thy ſearching Eye, 
Witneſs to all that's true! 

Dark Hell, and deep Hypocriſy 

333 plain before us View. 
Motions and Thoughts before they grow, 

Thy Knowledge doth eſpy; 

What unborn ages are to do, 

Is done before thine Eye. 


1 VIII. | 
Thy Wiſdom, which both makes and mends, - 


We ever much admare : 

Creation all our Wit tranſcends ; 
Redemption riſes higher. 

Thy Wiſdom guides ſtray'd Sinners home, 
Twill make the dead World riſe, 

And bring thoſe Priſoners to their Doom: 
Its FRY are Myſteries. 


IX. 


Great is * Truth, and ſhall prevail 
To Unbehevers' Shams: 

Thy Truth and Years do never fail ; 
Thou ever art the ſame. 

Unbelief is a raging Wave 
Daſhing againſt a Rock: 

If God doth not his IsRAEL fave, 
Then let EGYPTIANS mock. 


X. 


Moſt pure and holy are thine Eyes, 
Moſt holy is thy Name; 

Thy Saints and Laws, and Penalties, 

— Thy Holincſs proclaim. | 

B 2 
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This is he Devil's Scourge and Sting, 
This is the Angel's Song, 
Who Holy, Holy, Holy ting, 
In heavenly Caxnaan's Tongue. 


XI. 


Mercy, that ſhining Attribute, 
The Sinner's Hope and Plea ! 
Huge Hoſts of Sins in their Purſuit 
Are drown'd in thy Red-Sea: 
Mercy is God's Memorial, 
1 in all Ages prais'd: 
My God, thine only Son did fall, 
That Mercy might be rais'd. 


XII. | 

Thy bright Back-parts, O God of Grace, 
I humbly: here adore ; 

Shew me thy Glory and thy Face, 
That I may praiſe thee more. 

Since none can ſee thy Face and live, 

For me to die is beſt ; 

Through Jon an's Streams who would not dio 
To land at CANAAN's Reſt ? 


39322 — 088. 


II. Another. 


I. 
WII ſhall I render to my God 
| For all his Gifts to me! 
Sing Heav'n and Earth, rejoice and praiſe 
His Glorious Majeſty. | 
Bright 
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Brig ht Cherubims, ſweet Seraphims, 
Praiſe Him with all your might; 
Praiſe, praiſe him, all ye Hoſts of Heav'n $ 
Praite him ye Saints 1 in Light, | 


IT. 


Ye bleſſed Patriarchs, praiſe the Lord; 
For his Firſt-fruits are xe 
Bleſs'd Prophets who dreamt here of God, 
Praiſe him, whom now you ſee. 
Offer to God, ye glorious Prieſts, 
Your Sacrifice of Praiſe : | 
Sweet Pſalmiſts, now your Hearts 3 are fix'd, 
| Your tuneful Voices raiſe. | 


III. 


Ve twelve Apoſtles of the Lamb, 

Who here proclaim'd your King, 

And fill'd this World with holy Sounds, 

+ Loud Hallelvjahs fing. 

Triumphant Martyrs, ye did fight, 
And fighting ye did fall, 

And falling ye took up a Crown: : 
Crown him, who crown'd you all. 


IV. 


Praiſe, praiſe him, all ye ſaved Ones, 
_ From whom Salvation came: 
Praiſe him that fits upon the Throne, 
And praiſe the glorious Lamb. 
Praiſe, praiſe him all ye Saints below, 
Praiſe him both Eaſt and Weſt : 
Praiſe him, all ye baptized Lands, 
Praiſe whom you have profels'd, 
822 O praiſe 
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V. 


O praiſe him, all ye crowned Heads, 
That own the Chriſtian Name: 

Praiſe him, who is the King of Kings; 
Raiſe and enlarge his Fame. 

Praiſe him all Chriſtian Magiſtrates, 
Gain Credit to his Ways: | 

Praiſe him, ye Miniſters of God, 
Teach others hun to praile. 


VI. 
Praiſe TE our famous Chriſtian Iſle, 


Praiſe him with one Accord: 

Let every Tongue, let every Tribe 
Be taught to praiſe the Lord. 

Praiſe him, my Friends and Kindred all, 
O praiſe him all your Days: 

My Mind and Heart, my Lip and Life, 
Join to advance his praiſe. 


VII. 


O let me praiſe thee whilſt J live, 
And praiſe thee when I die; 

And praiſe thee when J riſe again, 
And to Eternity. 

Praiſe Father, Son, and Holy Ghoſt ; 
The Father tent his Son; 

The Son ſends forth the Holy Ghoſt 
For Mens' Salvation. 


VIII. 
Myſterious Depths of endleſs Love 


Our Admirations raiſe: 
My God, thy Name exalted is 
Far above all our Prailc. 


TO ALMIGHTY COD. Y 


III.— 4 Song of Praiſe for Creation. 
I., | 
HOU waſt, O God: And thou waſt bleſt 
Before the World begun ; 
Of thine Eternity poſſeſt 
Before Time's Glaſs did run. 
Thou needeſt none thy Praiſe to ſing, 
As if thy Joy could fade: 
Could'ſt thou have needed any Thing, 
Thou could'it have nothing made. 


II. 

Great and good God, it pleaſed 5 

Thy Godhead to declare; 
And what thy Goodneſs did decree, 

Thy Greawel did prepare : 1 
Thou ſpak'ſt, and Heav'n and Earth a 

Aud Fane d to thy Call; ppear al, 
As if their Maker's Voice they heard, 

Which 1s the Creature's ALL. 


III, 
Thou ſpak'ſt the Word, moſt mighty Lord, 
Thy Word went forth with Speed : 
Thy Will, O Lord, it was thy Word, 
| Thy Word it was thy Deed. 


Thou at {t forth Apam from the Ground, 
And Eves out of his Side: 


Thy Bleſſings made the Earth abound 
With theie two multiply'd. 
| | IV. 
Thoſe three great Leaves, Hzav'n, Sæa & n 
up Name in Figures ſhew 
Brutes 
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Brutes feel the Bounty of thy Hand, 
But I my Maker know. 

Should not I here thy Servant be, 
Whoſe Creatures ſerve me here ? 

My Lord, whom ſhould I fear but thee, 
Who am ty Creatures? Fear! 


V. 


To whom, Lars, ſhould I fing, bur thee, 
The Maker of my Tongue ! 
Lo! Other Lords would ſeize on me, 
Bur I to thee belong. 
As Waters hafte unto their Sea, 
And Earth unto its Earth ; 
So let my Soul return to thee, 
From whom it had its Birth. 


- + WIL 
But ah! I'm fallen in the Night, 
And cannot come to thee: 
Yet ſpeak the Word, © Let there be Light, 
It ſhall enlighten me: . 
And let thy Word, moſt mighty Lord, 
Thy fallen Creature raiſe : 
O make me o'er again, and I 


Shall fing my Maker's Praiſe. 
IV.—4 Song of Praiſe for Preſervation. 
r 
HOU Lord, who raiſed'ſt Heav'n and Earth, 
Doſt make thy Building ſtand; 


The Weight whereof doth wholly reſt 
On thine Almighty Hand. 


Should'ſt 


TO ALMIGHTY GOD. 


<a 


2 N g 


Should'ſt thou withdraw thy Hand of "Might, 
The Earth would quit its Place ; 

The ſhining Heav'n would vaniſh ſtreight 
Into meer empty Space: 

W 

For as that Liquor's Scent remains, 
Which firſt the Caſk did fill ; 

So feeble Creatures hold the Scent 
Of their firſt Nothing ſtill : 

Lord, what is Man, that C md of Pride 
That boaſts his high Degree ! 


If one poor Moment he be left, 
He finks, and where is he! 


It. 
In thee I live, and move, and am 
Thou deal'ſt me out my Days: 
As thou renew'ſt thy Being, Lord, 
Let me renew thy Praiſe. 
For thee I am, through thee I ar; 
And for thee I muſt be: 
"Tis better for me not to live, 
' Than not to live to thee. g 


IV. 


My God, thou art my glorious Sun, 
By whoſe bright Beams I ſhine : 

As 5 Lord, dever art with me, 
Let me be ever thine. 

Thou art my living Fountain, Lord, 
Whoſe Streams on me do flo: 

My ſelf I render unto thee, 

To whom my ſelf I owe, 


C 
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ö V. 

As thou, Lord, an immortal Soul 

Haſt breathed into me; 

So let my Soul be breathing forth 
Immortal thanks to thee. 


a „ 
V.—4 Song of Praiſe for Proviſion. 
I. 
| 9 let us praiſe our Maſter S Hand, 
Which gives us daily Bread : 
Thy Houſe, my Lord, is full of Gueſts, 
Thy Table richly ſpread. 
Earth is thy Table, wh thy Gueſts 
.Do daily fit and feed ; 
Thy Hand carves every one his Part, 
And {ſuffers none to need. 


II. 


N aked came I into the World, 
And nothing with me brought ; 2 
And nothing have I here deſerv'd, 
Vet have I lacked nought. 

I do not bleſs my lab'ring Hand, 
My lab'ring Head, or Chance; 
Thy Providence, moſt gracious God, 

I. mine Inheritance. 


III. 


Thy Bounty gives me Bread with Peace, 

A Table free from Strife; | 

Thy Blefling is the Staff of Bread, 
Which is the Staff of Life. 

The People fat in Companies, 
My Saviour fed them all: 

So all the Families of the Earth | Ls 
Have Tables in God's Hall. The 
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IV. 


The Vine and Olive Branches too 
Are-nourifh'd by thy Care: 
Mercies we eat, Mercies we driuk, 
Mercies we daily wear. 
Shall I repine againſt my God 
That kept me all my Days? 
Then let my Tongue forget to'taſte 


When it forgers to praiſe. 
* — 9 


VI. —4 Song of Praiſe for Protection. 
* | 
M* God, my only Help and Hope, | 17 
My ſtrong and ſure Defence; | 
For all my Safety and my Peace 
I bleſs thy Providence. 
The daily Favours of my God 


I caunot ſing at large: 


Yet let me make this Holy Boaſt, 

I am th' Almighty's Charge. 

| 9 | 

Lord, in the Day, thou art about 

The Paths wherein I tread ; 58 
And in the Night, when I lie-down, „i off 

Thou art about my Bed. F 
I travel through the Wilderneſs. | 
Free from the Beaſts of Prey ; 
The Wolves' and Lions' Mouths are me; 
The Serpents creep away. 


III. 


In Preſervation God creates, 
Delivers 1 in Protection: [ARG n 
G 2 Lord, 


= 
2 


| 
1 
| 
| 
1 
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Lord, every Moment of my Life | 
Il; like a Reſurrection. 


A thouſand Deaths I daily *ſcape, 
I pats by many a Pit, 


1 fail by many dreadful Rocks 


Where others have been ſplit, 


IV. 


I ſee blind People with mine Eyes | 
To Hoſpitals I walk ; & 


I hear of them that cannot hear, 


And of the Dumb I talk. TY 
Lord, what am I, that thou ſhould'ſt ſhew 


Such Favour unto me ? 
My Bones and Sentes all muſt ſay, 
Lord, who is like to Thee? 


Dp 
VII.— A Song of Praiſe for Health. 


6.64; Jy 
EALTH is a Jewel dropt from Heav'n, 
Which Money cannot buy, 
1 he Life of Life, the Body's, Peace, 
And pleaſant Harmony. 
Lord, who hath turn'd my outward Man 
To ſuch a hvely Frame ! 


| Skrew up my Heart-ſtrings all to make 


Sweet Melody. to thy Name. 


II. 
Whilſt others in God's Priſons lie 
Bound with Affliction's Chains, 
I walk ar large, ſecure and free 
From Sickneſs and from Pains, 


. 
„ 1 - 


Their 


TO ALMIGHTY GOD. 19 


— 


Their 1 Life is Death, their Language Groans, 
Their Meat is Juice of Galls ; dV: 

Their Friends but Strangers, Wealth but Want 
Their Houſes Priſon- Walls. 


III. 


Their at Cries do pierce the Skies, 
And ſhall I filent be? 

Lord, were I fick, as | am well, 
Thou ſhould'ſt have heard from me. 

The ſick have not more cauſe to pray, 
Than I to praiſe my Kiug: 

Since Nature teaches them to groan, 

Loet Grace teach me to ſing. 


IV. 


I ſee my Friends, I taſte my Meat, 
Il 'm free for mine Employ ; 
But when ] do enjoy my God, 
Then I myſelf enjoy. 
Lord, who doſt ſet me on my Feet, 
Direct me in thy Ways: 25 
O crown thy Gift of Health with Grace, 
And turn it to thy Praile. 


VIIL.—4 Song of Praiſe for Family Proſperity. 
Is '> | 


Ed Bleſſing, Lord, doth multiply 
One Jacos to two Bands, 

One Perſon to a Family, 
Which thro thy Bleſſing ſtands. 

On all my Flocks both great and ſmall, 
Thy Sun doth ſweetly ſhine; 

Thy fruitful Drops do gently fall 

On every Branch of mine. 
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II. 


| Thy Bleſſing made hs Leaves to grow, | 

| And Multitudes were fed: 

\ -. My Houſe is fill'd and feaſted too; 

| It; is an Houle of Bread. 

Ho can [I hear my Children ſing 

| And not fing unto thee ? 

| Since they glad News from Heav'n do bring, 
My God muſt hear from me. - 


III. 


Mine Olive-Branches and my Vine 

Thrive by my Table's Side. 
- Whilſt others wither and decline, 

Who in Death's Shade abide. 

With Cov'nant-Blood my Poſts are red ; 
*Tis on my Lintel found; 

And lo! the Line of Scarles Thread 
Is on my Window bound. 


f IV. 
Tis not, my God, myſelf alone, 


HgBut mine to thee I owe: 

| Thou mad'ſt me many out of one, 
S8o let thy Praiſes grow. 

IF - Whatever, Lord, 1s done to thine, 
| Thou counr'ſt it done to thee : 
And whatlvever's done to mine, 

I count it done to me. 


v. 
10 Let me be ever good to thine, 
14 Who art ſo good to me! 


| Let thine be mine, and mine be thine, 
It And they twice mine ſhall be: 


a _ 
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Then ſhall my Houſe a Temple be; 
Then I and mine ſhall ſing 


Hoſannahs to thy Majeſty, 
And praiſe our Heav'nly King. 


Rr 


IX. A Song of Praiſe for good Succeſs in Honef# 


Affairs. . 


L 


S not the Hand of God in this? 
1 1s not this End divine? 
Lord of Succeſs, thee will I bleſs, 
Who on my Paths doth ſhine. 
] reap the Fruit of God Divine, 
By bim it was foreſeen : 
He thought of this as well as I, 
Or it had never been. 
IL. 


I blindly gueſt, but he foreknew ; 
I with'd, he did command 
Wherefore I praiſe his careful Eye, 
And his unerring Hand. 
The Bow is drawn by feeble Arms, 
Aim taken in the Dark; + 
A providential Hand doth guide 
The Arrow to the Mark. 


III. 


Except the Lord the City keep, 

The Watchman will be ſlain; 
Except the Lord do build the Houſe, 

The Builder builds in vain. 
Buildings are BaBELSs, Cities Heaps, 
When thou ſend'ſt Curſe or Flame: 

And labouring Heads that promiſe Fruit, 

Oft bring torth Wind and Shame. But 
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| IV. 


But thou haſt crown'd my Actions, Lord, 
With good Succets to- day; 

This Crown, together with myſelf, 
At thy bleſt Feet l lay. ä 

Lord, who art pleas'd to proſper me, 
To bleis me in my Ways; 

Proſper my weak endeavouring Heart, 
Which aimeth at thy Praiſe. 


B,, . 
X.—A Song of Praiſe for the Morning, 
N | | 
M* God was with me all this Night, 


And gave me ſweet Repoſe: 
My God did A even vhilſt I llept, 
Or 1 had never roſe. - 


How many groan'd and wiſh'd for ſleep, 
Until they wiſh'd for Day; 
Meas' ring flow Hours with their _ Pains, 


| Whilſt I ſecurely lay. 
| 


IT. 


14 Whilſt I did ſleep all dangers ſlept, 
14 No Thieves did me affright; ; 
if - Thoſe Ev' ning Wolves, thoſe Beaſts of ae 
1 Diſturbers of the Night. 
1 No raging Flames nor Storms did rend 
5 The houſe that I was in; 

1 J heard no dreadful Cries without, 
| No doleful Groans within. | 
1 


III. 


What Terror have I *ſcap'd this Night, 


| | | Which have on others fell ! 4 
| My 


TO ALMIGHTY GOD. 
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My Body might have ſlept its laſt, 
My foul have wak'd in Hell. 
Sweet Reſt hath gain'd that Strength to me, 
Which Labour did devour: L all | 

My Body was in Weakneſs ſown, 

But it is rais'd in Power. | 4% 

| | IV. | 

Lord, for the Mercies of the Night, 

My humble Thanks I pay : | 
And unto. thee I dedicate - 

The Firſt- fruits of the Day. | 
Let this Day praiſe thee; O my God, 

And fo let all my Days: 

And, O let mine Eternal Day 

Be thine Eternal Praiſe. 

nb ESCzD0 | 
XI.—4 Song of Praiſe for the Evening. 
I. | 5 
Ney. from the Altar of my Heart 
Let Incenſe- Flames arife : 

Aſſiſt me, Lord, to offer up 

Mine Evening Sacrifice. 41 
Awake, my Love; awake, my Joy; 

Awake, my Heart and Ton gue | 
Sleep not : when Mercies loudly call, 

Break forth into a Song. 

| II. 

Man's Life's a Book of Hiſtory, 
The Leaves thereof are Days; 
The Letters Mercies cloſely join d, 

The Title is chy Pos | 


This 
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This Day God was my Sun and Shield, 
My Keeper and my Guide: 
His Care was on my F railty ſheun, 
His Mercies multiply'd. 


III. 


Minutes and Mercies multiply'd 
Have made up all this Day: 
Minutes came quick; but Mercies were 
More fleet and free than they. 
New Time, new F avour, and new Joys, 
Do a new Song require : 
Till I ſhall praiſe Thee as I would, 
| AR my Heart's Deſire. | 


IV. 3 
Lord of my Time, whoſe Hand hath ſet 
New Time upon my Score: 


Then ſhall I praiſe for all my Time, 
When Time ſhall be no more. 


DO — — 2 
XII—4 Song of Praiſe for the Birth of Cbriſt. 
I. 
A waY dark Thoughts ; ; awake, my Joy; 
Awake, my Glory; fing ; 
Sing Songs to celebrate the Birth 
Of Jacos's God and King. 
O happy Night, that brought forth Laght, 
Which makes the Blind to ſee ! 


The Day-ſpring from on High came own. 
To cheer and viſit Thee. 


IT. 


The wakeful Shepherds, near their Flocks 
Were watchful for the or ; 3 But 
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But better News from Heav'n was brought, 
Your Saviour Chriſt is born. 

In BeTHLEM Town the Infant hes, 
Within a Place obſcure, 

O little BETHLEM, poor in Walls, 
But rich in Furniture ! 


III. | 

Since Heaven is now come down on Earth, 
Hither the Angels fly ! 

Hark, how the Heav'nly Choir doth ſing, 
„Glory to God on High!“ 

The News is {pread, the Church 1s glad, 
SIMEON; o'ercome with Joy, 

Sings with the Infant in his Arms, 
No et by Servant die,” 


| IV. 
Wiſe Men from far'behold the Star, 
Which was their faithful guide, 
Until it pointed forth the Babe, 
And him they glorify'd, 
Do Heav'n and Earth rejoice and ſing, 
Shall we our Chriſt deny ? 
He's born for us, and we for him: 
„Glory to God on High.“ 
DD — — Ip 
XII.—4 Song Y 76 for Chrift. 


I VE found the Pearl 5 greateſt Price, 
My Heart doth ſing for Joy: 
And ſing I muſt, a Chriſt I have; 

O what a Chriſt have I? 
Chriſt is the Way, the Truth and Life, 
The Way to and Sage i 


1 
11 


A Prieſt Line ſtands *rwixt God and Man, 
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Life to the Dead, the Truth of Types, 


The Truth of Ancient Story. 


| II. 
Chriſt is a W Prieſt and King; 
A Prophet full of Light: 


A King that rules with Might. 
Chriſt's Manhood is a Temple, where 
The Altar God doth reſt: | 


My Chriſt, he is the Sacrifice; 


My Chriſt, he is the Prieſt. 


III. 
My Chriſt, he is the Lord of Lords, 
He is the King of Kings; 
He is the Sun of Rightcouſneſs 
With Healing in his Wings. 
My Chriſt, he. is the Tree of Life 
Which in God's Garden grows; 
Whoſe Fruit does feed, whoſe Leaves do heal; 
My Chriſt is S#azoN's Roſe. 


| IV. 
Chriſt is my Meat, Chriſt is my Drink, 
My Phyſic and my Health; 
My Peace, my Strength, my Joy, my Crown, 
My Glory and my Wealth. 


Chriſt is my. Father and my Friend, 


My Brother and my Love: 
My Head, my Hope, my ' Counſellor, 
My Advocate W 12 


My Chriſt, he is the Hewes of Heavens, 
My Chriſt, what ſhall I call; 


M ny. hriſt! is Firſt, my Chriſt is Laft,, 
"My Chriſt 1 is All in "An, XIV. 4 
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XIV —A Song of 7 for Redemption. 


Oo THAT I had an 2 Tongue, 
That I might loudly ſing 

The Wonders of Redeeming Love 

To Thee, my God and King! 

But Man, who at the Gates of lell 
Did pale and ſpeechlets he, 

Muſt find a Tongue and Time to ſpeak, 

Or elſe the Stones muſt cry. 


II. 


Let the Redeemed of the Lord 
Their thankful Voices raiſe: 
Can we be dumb whilſt Angels ſing 
Our great Redeemer's Praiſe ! 
Come let us join with Angels then, 
„Glory to God on High; ö 
1 Peace upon Earth, Good Will to Men,” 
Amen, Amen, ſay I. 


III. 


Poor Apam's Race was Satan's Prey. 
And Duſt the Serpent's Fodd 
We that were doom'd to be % 4 
Naked and trembling ſtood. 

A wiſe eternal Pity then 
Did helpleſs * 4 befritmd; 
Our Help id in God's Boſon Be,. 
And thence-he did aſcend. | 


IV. 


1 cloathed with Humiluy, 
Built here an Houſe of Clay, 

In which it dwelt and reſcu'd Manz; 
The Devil loſt his Frey. 


Ho 
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The ſpiteful Serpent bruis'd Chriſt's: Heel; 
| But then Chriſt brake his Head, | 
And left him nail'd upon the Croſs 
On which his Blood was ſhed. 


V. 


4 Sing and triumph in his boundleſs Grace, 
5 Which thus has ſet thee free; 
| Extol with Shouts, my ſaved Soul, 
Thy Saviour's Love to the. 

Give endleſs Thanks to God, and ſay 
5 What Love was this in Thee, 

That thou haſt not withheld thy Son, 

| Thine only Son from me! 


VI. 


What were ten Thouſand Worlds to him, 
Thine Image and Delight! 
Had we been all caſt down to Hell, 
Juſtice had had its Right; 
Thy Glory might have been diſtrain'd, 
Our Torment thould expreſs _ 
Thy Pureneſs, Juſtice, Might, and Truth, 
And Everlaſtingneſe. | 
I E 
Thus, Lord, thy dreadful Attributes 
Man might have ſerv'd to prove? 
Thy glorious Angels might have fung 
104 The Riches of thy Love. 
104 Would' ſt thou have active Worthippers 
140 Heſides the Angel Choir? 
Millions had iflu'd at thy Word, 
As Sparks ariſe from Fire __ 
„ Man's 
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VIII. | 
Man's Room had quickly been ſupply'd, 
For, Lord, at thy Command, 
A new Creation ſhould appear ; 
Thy Grace would make them ftand. 
Or, would'ſt thou ſhew thy Pity, Lord, 
Thou might'ſt have looked then 
On fallen Angels, fallen Stars, 
_ not on fallen Men. 
IX. 128 „ 
But fallen Angels muſt be left, | 1 
And fallen Men muſt riſe: 
For this the Son of God mult fall 
A bloody Sacrifice. 
Thy deep and glorious Counſels, Lord, 
With Trembling I adore : 
Blefled, thrice bleſſed be my God, 
Bleſſed for evermore. 


> 9 — — 2 


XV.—4 Song of Praiſe for the Goſpet.. 
| I 


LEST be my God that I was born 
To hear 5 joyful Sound; 

That I was born to be baptiz'd 

And bred on Holy Ground: 
That I was bred where God appears, 
In Tokens of his Grace: R 
The Lines are fallen unto me 

In a moſt pleaſant Place. 


II. 
I might have been a Pagan bred, | 
Or elſe a veiled. Jew, hiked 


Or cheated with an Alcoran 1 
Among the Turkiſh Crew, Dumb 
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Dumb Pictures might have been my Books, 
Dark Language my Devotion ; 
And fo I might with blinded Eyes 
Have drank a deadly Potion. 


ITI. 


So in a Dungeon dark as Night, 
I might have ſpent my Days: 
But thou haſt ſent me Goſpel Light, 
To thine Eternal Praiſe; 
The Sun which roſe up in the Eaſt, 
And drove their Shades away, . 
His healing Wings have reach'd the Weſt, 
And turn'd our Night to Day, | 


IV. 


ENGLAND at firſt an Ee vr was; 
Since that, proud BABEL's Slave; 
At laſt a CAN AAN it became, 
And then my Birth it gave. 
- Bleſt be my God that I have ſlept 
The diſmal Night away, r 
Being kept in Providence's Womb, 
To ExGLAnd's brighteſt Day, 
| v. 
Bleſt be my God for what I ſee, 
My God for what I hear: 
I hear ſuch bleſſed News from Heav'ti, 
Nor Earth nor Hell I fear. 
J hear, my Lord for me was born, 
My Lord for me did die; 
My Lord for me did riſe again, 
And did aſcend on Highs 
# | 
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VI. 

On High he ſtands to plead my Q 
And will return again, 

And ſet me on a glorious Throne, 
That I with him may reign. 

« Glory to God the Father be, 
„Glory to God the Son, | 

„Glory to God the Holy Ghoſt, 
Glory to God alone.“ 


| „ 
XVI—4 Song of Praiſe for a Goſpel Miniſtry. 
1. 


En. are the Feet which bring the News 
Of Gladneſs unto me: 
What happy Meſſengers are theſe 
Which my bleſs'd Eyes do ſee! 
Theſe are the Stars which God appoints 
For Guides unto my Way, 
To lead me unto BETHLEM Town, 
Where my dear Saviour lay. 


IT. 


Theſe are my God's Ambaſſadors, 
By whom his Mind I know ; 

God's 8 Angels 1 in his lower Heav'n, 

God's Trutpeters below. 

The 1 {blake ſounds, the Dead ariſe, 
Which fell by Apam's Hand. | 

Again the Trumpet ſounds, and they 
Set forth for Canaan's Land, 


III. 


Thy 80 ſpeak; but thou, Lord, doth 
An hearing Ear beſtow : 
— 118 They 
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They ſmite the Rock; but thou, my God, 
Doſt make the Waters flow : 

They ſhoot the Arrow : but thy Hand 
Dath drive the Arrow home : | 

They call; but, Lord, thou doſt compel, 
And chen thy Gueſts are come. 


IV. 
Augels that fly, and Worms that creep, 
Are both alike to thee; 
If thou mak'ſt Worms thine Angels, Lord, 
They bring my God to me. 
As Sons of Thunder, firſt they come, 
And I the Lightning fear; 
But then they bring me to my Home, 
And Sons of Comfort are. 


V. 
Lord, thou art in them of a Truth, 
That I might never ſtray : 
The Clouds and Pillars march before, 
And ſhew me Canaan's Way : 
I bleſs my God, who is my Guide; 
I fing in StoN's Ways: 
When ſhall I ſing on Siox's Hill 
Thine everlaſting Praiſe ? 
Cor 


XVII —4 bag of FROM for Holy Baptiſm. 


Lb. . 13 1 that Lump of Sin, 
Made up of Earth and Hell; ä 
Not fit to 3 within the Cam 

Where Holy Angels dwell ? 
Maa is a Leper from the Womb, 
An EruloriAx born; ; 
A Traitor's, guilty Son and Heir, a7 
Worthy of Pain and Scorn. And 


' TO ALMIGHTY cob. 


n 


— 


II. 


And doſt 8 look on ſuch a one? 
Are not thine Eyes moſt pure? 
But they are Eyes of Pity too, 
Where Griefs do beg a Cure. 
This Leper is a loathſome Sight; 
But Pity caſts an Eye, 
And bids him wath in JonDax's Streams 
To cure his nn | 


| III. | 
The Ernrorian's Skin is chang'd, 
And made as white as Snow, 
When dipt in wonder-working Streams, 
Which from Chriſt's Side doth flow. 
As Abu flept and from his tide 
A killing Eve aroſe; 
From my pierc'd Lord (that ſmitten Rock) 
A pure Life- Fountain flows. 


IV. 


Ah! what a tainted wretch is Man! 

And 1o he muſt have ſtodd : 

But lo! an Act of Sov'reign Grace, 
Reſtores him to his Blood. 

Save me, my God, for I am thine: 
Lord, own thy Seal to me: 

O waſh my Soul 'till it be cleans'd, 
And purify'd for thee. 

8 

Bleſt above Streams is Jon DAx's Flood, 
Which roucheth Caxnaan's Shore: 

T'll fing thy Praiſe in Jon DAx's Streams, 
In CANAAN cvermore. 


= 
= 
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XVIIL- —A Song of Praiſe for the Lord s Supper, 


* 
PRAISE the Lord ! Praiſe him, praiſe hing 


Sing Praiſes to his Name: 
O, all ye Saints of Heav'n and Earth, 
Extol and laud the ſame. 
Who ſpared not his only Son, 
But gave him up for all; 
And made him drink the Cup of Wrath, 
The Wormwood and the Gall. 


II. 


Frail Nature ſhrunk, and did requeſt 
That bitter Cup might paſs : 

But he muſt drink it off; and this 
The Father's Pleaſure was. 

* Lo, then I come to do thy Will,” 
His bleſſed Son reply'd ; 

Yielding himſelf to God and Man, 
He ſtrerch'd his Arms and dy” d. 


IIT. 
He dy'd indeed, but roſe again, 
And did aſcend on High, 
That we poor Sinners, loſt and dead, 
Might live eternally. 
Good Lord! How many Souls in Hell 
Doth Vengeance vex and tear? 
Were it not for a dying Chriſt, 
Our Dwelling had been there. 


IV. 


His Blood was ſhed inſtead of ours, 
His Soul our Hell did bear: 

He took our Sin, gave us himſelf; EE 
What an Exchange i is here. Whatever 
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Whatever is not Hell itſelf, 
For us it is too good: 

But muſt we eat the Fleſh of Chriſt ? 
And muſt we drink his Blood? 


V. 


His Fleſh is thin nly. Food Ad 
His Blood is Drink Divine; 
His Graces drop, like Honey falls, 
His Comforts taſte like Wine. 
Sweet Chriſt ! Thou haſt refreſh'd our Souls 
With thine abundant Grace : 
For which we magnify thy Name, 
Longing to ſee * Face. 


VI. 


When ſhall our Souls mount up to Thee, 


Moſt holy, juſt and true: 
To eat that Bread, and drink that Wine, 


Which 1s for ever new. 
Oo GC=_=_———__——_ q 


XIX.—A Song of Praiſe for the Lord's Day. 


= L 
M* Lord, my Love was crucify'd, 
He all 9 Pains did bear; 
But in the Sweetneſs of his Reft 
He makes his Servants ſhare. 
How ſweetly reſt thy Saints above, 
Which in 1 Boſom lie ! 
The Church 5 doth reſt in * 
Of that Felicity. | 


| 11. 
Thay, Lord, who daily feed'ſt thy Sheep, | 
Mak”ſt them a weekly Fealt ; Thy 
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Thy Flocks meet 1.1 their ſeveral Folds, 
Upon this Day of Reſt. 

Welcome and dear unto my Soul 
Are theſe tweet Feaſts of Love; 

But what a Sabbath ſhall I keep 
When I ſhall reſt above. 


III. 


I bleſs thy wiſe and wond'rous Love, 
Which binds us to be free ; 
Which makes us leave our earthly Snares, A 
| That we may come to thee. 
| I come, I wait, I hear, I pray: 
0 Thy Footſteps, Lord, I trace: 
i I fing to think this is the Way 


Unto my Saviour's Face. 


IV. 


Theſe are my Preparation Days : 

And when my Soul 1s dreſt, 

Theſe Sabbaths ſhall deliver me, 
To mane eternal Reſt, 


i" ; 
q | 0 (DCAD CD f 
XX. —Anplber. 
[ll | I. 

| Bis EST Day of God, moſt calm, moſt i bright, 
| The felt and beſt of Days: 
The Lab'rers' Reſt, the Saints' Delight, 
il A Day of Mirth and Praiſe: 
4 | My Saviour's Face did make thee ſhine, 

His Riſing did thee rife : 

This made thee Heavenly and Divine 


Beyond the common Days. | 
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II. 


The Firſt-Fruits do a Bleſſing prove 
To all the Sheaves behind ; 
And they that do a Sabbath ove, 
An happy Week ſhall find. | 
My Lord on thee his Name did fix, , 
Which makes thee Rich and Gay ; 
Amidſt his Golden Candleſticks 
My Saviout walks this Day. 


III. 


He walks in's Robes, his Face ſhines bright, 
The Stars are in his Hand ; 

Out of his Mouth, that Place of Might, 
A two-edg'd Sword doth ſtand. 

Grac'd with our Lord's Appearance thus, 
As well as with his Name, 


Thou may*ſt demand Reſpe& from us Ty 
Upon a double Claim. * n 
IV. 
This Day God doth his Veſſels broach, _ | 
His Conduits run with Wine: . 


He that loves not this Day's Approach, 
Scorns Heaven, and Saviour's ſhine. 
What Slaves are thoſe who Slav'ry chuſe, 

And Garlick for their Feaſt ; 
Whilſt Milk and Honey they refuſe, 
And the Almighty” s Reſt? 


V. 


This Market-Day doth Saints enrich, | 6 
And {miles upon them all; > 

It is their PENTECOST, on which 

The Holy Ghoſt doth fall. 


o 
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O Day of Wonders ! Mercies Pawn, 
The weary: Soul's Recruit, 
The Chriſtian's GosnEN, Heaven's Dawn, 
The Bud of endleſs Fruit. 
VI. 
Oh could I love as I have lov'd 
Thy Watches heretofore : 
As Ex6GLand's Glory thou haſt prov'd ; 
May'ſt thou be ſo yet more. | 
This Day mult I for God appear; 
For, Lord, the Day is thine : 
O let me ſpend it in thy Fear; 
Then ſhall the Day be mine. 


VII. 


Tae the Day, ceaſe Work and Play, 


That I to God may reſt: 
Now let me talk with God, and walk 


With God, and I am bleſt. 
(> Grnnnnn—_— — — 


XVXI.— 4 Song of Praiſe for the Patience of God. 


I. 


LMIGHTY God, how haſt thou borne 
Wrongs not to be expreſt; 

Daring Rebellion, injur'd Love, 
Light quenched in my Breaſt! 

Man would be God, and down he fell, 
To teach him better Skill ; | 

Yet he lifts up his bruiſed Bones 


Againſt his Maker full. 
II. 


Lord, what a Monſter is baſe Man, 


+'Thus given to * | O, that * 
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O, that thou doſt not cleave the Earth, 
And ſend him quick to Hell. 

His Sins for Wages loudly cry, 

Juſtice, with dreadful Sound, 

Cries too, Cut down this fruitleſs Tree, 

Why cumbers it the Ground. 


III. 
But God waves his Advantages 
Of Right and Vengeance too; 
And by his ſingle. Patience 
Doth daring Men outdo. 
The Creature doth diſdain his God, 
By whom he is maintain'd : 
Yet God maintains this Rebel-Worm,, 
By whom he is diſdain'd. 


IV. 

Fool, aſk not where th' Almighty is, 
All Glory to him give; 

Is not his Power fully prov'd 

In ſuff ring thee to live? 

Was he not God, he could not bear 
Such Weights as on him lie; b 

Weak Things are quickly ſet on fire, 

X And to their Weapons fly. 


. 
Why ſhould not Patience make me ſing, 
When Hell would make me roar ? 
Lord, let thy Patience end | in Love, 
PII ſing for evermore. 
4 —ů— — . 


XXII.—4 Song of 2 for Pardon of Sin. 
Y God a God of Peeks is, 


His Boſom gives me Eaſe 
A | ot I have 
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I have not, do not pleaſe my God ; 
Yet Mercy him doth pleaſe. 

My Sins aloud for Vengeance call ; 
But lo! A Fountain ſprings 

From Chriſt's pierc'd Side, which louder crics, | 
And ſpeaketh better Things. 

II. 

My Sins have reach'd up to the Heav'ns; 
But Mercy's Height exceeds : 

God's Mercy is above the Heavy us, 
Above my ſinful Deeds: 

My Sins are many, like the Stars, 

5 Or Sands upon the Shore : 

| But yet the Mercies of my God 

'Are infinitely more. 


| I: | 

| | Ih. * 

. My Sins in Bigneſs do ariſe 

Like Mountains great and tall; 

N But Mercy, like a mighty Sea, 

| Covers theſe Mountains all. 

| This is the Sea that's bottomleſs, 

W A Sea without a Shore : 

| For where Sin hath abounded much, * 
Ai Mercy abounds much inore. | 


IV. 


IR Paul, and MacDALEN 
Were pardon'd all by thee : 
I read it, and believed, Lord ; 
For thou haſt pardon'd me. 
When God ſhall ſearch the World for Sin, 
What Trembling will be there? 
9 Rocks and Mountains, cover us, 
Will be the Sinner's — bur 
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| 1 
But the Lamb's Wrath they need not fear, 
Who once have felt his Love: 
And they that walk with God below, 
Shall dwell with God above. | 
Rage Earth and Hell ; come Life, come Death, 
Yet ſtill my Song ſhall be, 
God was, and 1s, and will be good, 
And merciful to me. 


2—2— — 


XXII.—4 Song of Praiſe for Peace of Conſcience. 


I. 
Y God, my reconciled God, 
Creator of my Peace ; 
Thee will I love, and praiſe, and ſing, 
Till Life and Breath ſhall ceaſe. 
My Thoughts did rage, my Soul was toſt, 
"Twas like a troubled Sea: 


But what a mighty Voice is this, 
Which Winds and Waves obey ! 


IT. 
God ſpake the Word, Peace and be till ;” 
My Sins, thoſe Mutineers, | 
With Speed went off, and took their Flight: 
Where now are all my Fears ? 
The World can neither give nor take, 
Nor yet can underſtand 


That Peace of God which Chriſt hath brought, 


And gives me with his Hand. 


III. 
This is my Saviour's Legacy, 
Confirm'd by his Deceaſe : | 
FS 5B: 2 Ye 
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Ye ſhall hve Trouble in the World, 
In me ye ſhall have Peace: 
And ſo it is, the World doth rage, 
But Peace in me doth reign: 
And whilſt my God maintains the Fort, 
Their Batt'ries are in vain. 


IV. 


The burning Buſh was not conſum'd, 
Whilſt God remained there. | 
The Three, when Chriſt did make the Fourth, 
Found Fire as meek as Air. 
So is my Mem'ry ſtuff'd with Sins 
Enough to make an Hell; 
And yet my Conſcience is not ſcorch'd: 


For God in me doth dwell. 


V. 


Where God doth dwell, ſure Heaven is there, 
And Singing there mult be: ; 

Since, Lord, thy Preſence makes my Heaven, 
. Whom ſhould I 6 ing but thee ? 

My God, my reconciled God, 
Creator of my Peace ; 


Thee will I love, and praiſe and ſing, 


Till Life and Breath ſhall ceaſe. | 


> mm — 


XXIV.—4A Song of Praiſe for Joy in the Holy Ghoſt. 


| J. 
M* Soul doth magnify the Lord, 
My Spirit doth rejoice 
In God my Saviour, and my God ; 
I hear his jcytul Voice. 


I need 


TO ALMIGHTY GOD.” - 


Li 


— — 


I need not go abroad for Joy, 
Who have a Feaſt at Home; 
My Sighs are turned into Songs, 


The Comforter is come. 


II. | 

Down from above the bleſſed Dove, 

Is come into my Breaſt, ' 
To witneſs God's eternal Love; 

This is my Heavenly Feaſt. 
This makes me Abba, Father,” cry 
With Confidence of Soul; 
It makes me cry, my Lord, my God, 

And that without Controul. | 


III. 
There is a Stream which iſſues forth 
From God's eternal Throne, 
And from the Lamb a living Stream, 
Clear as the cryſtal Stone! 
The Stream doth water Paradiſe, 
It makes the Angels ſing: | 
One Cordial Drop revives my Heart, 
Hence all my Joys do ſpring. 


IV. 
Such Joys as are unſpeakable, 
And full of Glory too; | 
Such hidden Manna, hidden Pearls, 
. As Worldlings do not know. 
Eye hath not feen, nor Ear hath heard, 
From Fancy *tis conceal'd, 
What thou, Lord, haſt laid up for thine, 
And hath to me reveal'd. 


V. 
I ſee thy Face, I hear thy Voice, 
I taſte thy ſweeteſt Love; 
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My Soul doth-leap : but O for Wings, 
The Wings of Noan's Dove ! 

Then ſhould I flee far hence away, 
Leaving this World of Sin: 
Then ſhould my Lord put forth his Hand, 

And kindly take me in. 


VI. 
Then ſhould my Soul with Angels feaft 
On Joys that always laſt: | 
Bleſt be my God, the God of Joy, 
Who gives me here a Taſte. 
— 


* 


XXV. -A Song of Praiſe for Grace. 


I. 
GOD of Grace, who haſt reſtor d 


Thine Image unto me, 
| Which by my Sins was quite defae'd, 
9 What ſhall I render thee! 
1 Thine Image and Inſcription, Lord, 
1 | Upon my Heart I bear : 

[ 


Thine own I render unto thee, 


O God, my God moſt dear. 
1 II. 
7 My ſelf I owe thee * my ſelf, 
Whom thou didſt make of Earth; 
But thou haſt made me o'er again, 
Thou gav'ſt a ſecond Birth. 
Twice born, and twice eudu'd with Life, 
I haſte to come to thee, 
To pay my Vows, my Thanks, my Heart, 
* ith all Humility. 


O, was 


- 


2 TO ALMIGHTY GOD. 


9 
—— 


III. 
O, was 1 born firſt from beneath ; ; 
And then born from above ! 
Am I a Child of Man and God ? 
O rich and endleſs Love! 
When I had broke the Tables, Lord, 
New Tables thou didſt hew ; 
And with thy Finger didſt engrave 
Thy Laws on them anew. 
IV; 
Earth is my Mother, Earth my Nurſe, 
And Earth muſt be my Tomb: | 
Yet God, the God of Heav'n and Earth, 
My Father is become. 
Hell enter'd me, and into Hell 
I quickly ſhould have run : 
| But O! Kind Heav'n laid hold on mez 
Heav'n is in me begun. 


V. 
This Spark will riſe into a Flame, 
This Seed into a Tree; 
My Songs ſhall riſe, my Praiſes. ſhall 
"Ld Hallelujahs be. 


DC 


WP... 


XXVI.—4 Song of Praiſe for Anſwer of Prayer. 


I. 


HAT are the Heav' ns, O God of Heav'n ! 


Thou art more bright, more high : 
What are bright Stars, and brighter Saints, 


To thy bright Majeſty ! 
Thou'rt far above the Songs of Heav'n, 
Sung by the Holy Ones ; 
And doſt 2 ſtoop and bow thine Ear 
To a poor Sinner's Groans! 


40 SONGS OF PRAISE 


p — — 
II. TOSS « 
God min the Language of my Wa 
My Groans and Sighs he hears : | 
He hath a Book for my Requeſt, TT } 


A Bottle for my Tears. | + 3. 

But did not my hes Saviour's Blood -  -, 
Firſt waſh away their Guilt ; 644. 

My Sighs would prove but empty Air, S #444 
My Tears would all be ſpilt. te 


III. 7 


Lord, thine eternal Spirit was 
| My Advocate within: 
But O, my Smoak | join 'd with thy Flame, 
My Pray'r was mix'd with Sin. 
But then Chriſt was my Altar, and 
My Advocate above ; 
His Blood did clear my Pray'r, and gain 4 
An Anſwer full of Love. 


IV. 


It could not be that thou ſhould'ſt hear 

A mortal finful Worm; 5 

But that my Prayers preſented are 

In a moſt glorious form. „ Nu 
Chriſt's precious Hands took my Requeſts, 

And turn'd my Droſs to Gold; 
His Blood put warmth into my Pray'rs, 

Which were by Nature cold. | 4H 


V. 


Thou heard'ſt my Groans for Jeſus' Sake, 
Whom thou doſt hear always ; | 
Lord, heat through that prevailing Name, Poe 


XXVIL--4 


* Voice of Joy and Praiſe, 


* 1 — 


10 — 860. 


9＋2—— trek... 
XXVII—4 Song of: Praiſe for Deliverance Sb 
_ Enemies: J 1002 191, bapf 
. 50 + 


REAT God, who does he World e 
Thou check'ſt both Wind and Waves: 
The Devils, which like Lions roar, 
Are thine inchanted Slaves. 
The Sons of Rage are ſmoaking — 
And Idols fear'd in vain: 2 


Thou, Lord, the only, only God, e 
Their pes doſt reſtram, 27 Nene 
| II. 


Thou, Lord, didſt ſmoorh des Eu 8 Brow! | 
And change his murm'ring Breath: | 
Thou gav ' to him a Brother's Heart, 
Who vow'd his Brother's Deat gn 
Angels have arm'd at thy, Command, | 

And Stars have ſhot their Dart: 
Nature hath fought, and Miracles 1 
Have took thy Church's Part. 
6011 A i155 * WS. 
Thee; Lordg-who: {till the Church doch 33 
All Creatures mult. obey : ? "| | .11A(1 4 0-3 
And when for. thine thou doſt g. — 
Their Enemies where are they. 2 | (4 bt 
I cry'd to Heaven in my Diſtreſs, | 
I to my God did flee; . G. 
He with Compaſſion heard my crys th TY GaGa 
He did ariſe for me. IV: 1 
IV. 
Wutihamble Fear, and thankful Joys! SN 
Lord, at thy Feet I fall, (aud, 
Unfeignedly ——— | 5 1 2511.9 0 
That Thou alone doſt all. 
Siu 1 EI 4 IG 112 1 | + as 101 Then 
ba 14 | woR e mod 
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„ e 


Thou art all Pow'r, thou art all Love, 
And fo thou art to me: 

Bleſt be my God, now and mim, 

þ; And to Ecernity, | nr 

6 DG * 

xxvin. 4 Song of Praiſe for Deliverante from 

ene roubles. 9 880 


es 37,4 


| * 
I THAT am drawn, out of the TY 
Will fing upon the Shore. 
I that in Hell's dark Suburbs lay, 32h 
Pure Mercy will adore: 
The Terrors of the living Gd. 
My Soul did ſo affright 3 - 1 
1 fear leſt I ſhould be condemn'd 
To an Eternal: Night. 
en 
Kind was 8 Pity of my F riends, 
But could not eaſe my Smart: lp 
Their Words indeed, "0d reach my Caſe, © 
But could not reach my Heart. | 
Ah, then what was this World to me, 
To whom God's Word was dark? 
Who in my Dungeon could not ſ een 
One Beam or ſhining Spark. en il 7 4 
„„ —_ tags 


What then were all the Creature' 8 smiles. 'S 
When the Creator frown'd? _ 1: 
My Days were Nights, my Life was 1 
My Being was my Wound. jg 
Tortur'd and rack'd with Helliſſi Fears, mul e 
When God the Blow ſhould give; + ; 
Mine Eyes did fail, my Heart did 2 71 pron 
Then * bid me . "Galt 


10. 9 GOD. | 48 


. 
God's Furnace, doth. in S199, ſtand 3 | ;- 
But Ston's God ſits by: 4-4, 1 
& the Refiner views his Gold „Ee 
With an obſervant Eye. 4 
God's Thoughts are high, his Love 1 is vie $74 
His Wounds a Cure intend: 51 
And tho' he doth not always ſmile, 
He loves unto the End. 
| V. 
Thy Love is conſtant to its Line, 
| Tho Clouds oft come between: 1 
O, could my Faith but pierce theſe cad. VIE 
It might be always ſeen. 3 
But I am weak, and forc'd to cry, 
Take up my Soul to thee: | 
Then, as thou ever art the ſame, 
So ſhall I ever be. | y 
IV. 
Then ſhall I ever, ever ſing, 
Whilſt thou doſt ever thine: 
I have thine own dear Pledge for this ; 
Lord, thou art ever mine, 


—— — | 
XXIX. —A Song of Praiſe for Deliverance from 
imminent Dangers 7 Death.  - 
J. 
ORD of my „Lite Len oh of my Days, 
Thy Hand hath reſcu'd me; | 
Who "EA at the Gates of Deatn 
Among the Dead was free. 
My deareſt Friends T had reſignd·d 
Unto their Maker's Care 
Methought I only Time had W. 0% Ge, 
„For a concluding Prayer. Mlethought 
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— 


* 


II. 


| Methought Death laid his Hands on nd 


And did his Pris'ner bind ; 
And by the Sound, methought I heard 
His Maſter's Feet behind. 
Methought I ſtood upon the Shore, 
And nothing could I ſee, 
But the vaſt Gn, with my Eyes, 
A vaſt Eternity ! 


III. 
Methought I heard the Midnight Cry, 
| Behold the Bridegroom comes: 
Methought I was call'd to the Bar, 
Where Souls receive their Dooms. 
The World was at an End to me, 
As if it all did burn: 
But lo! There came a Voice from Heay' n. 
Which order'd my Return. 


IV. 

Lord, I return'd at thy Command, 

What wilt thou have me do? 
O let me wholly live ro Thee, 

To whom my life I owe ! 
Fain would I dedicate to Thee 

The Remnant of my Days: 
Lord, with my Life renew my Heart, 

That both 2 thy Name may praiſe. 

| = GD 4 | 


XXR.—4 Song of N for the Hope o Glery. 


J SOJOURN in a Vale'of fas; A - 169D "(3 
Alas, how can I fing! $2.2 * 111 07; 

My Harp doth on the Willows bag. 0 
. tun d in every String My 


TO ALMICHTYW Oo. 


My Muſic is a Captive's Chains, 

Harſh Sounds my Ear doth fill; 

How ſhall I ling ſweet Srox's Song 
On this fide Stox's Hill? 


* 
Yet lo! I hear a joyful Sound, 
Surely | quickly come; 
Each Word much Sweetneſs doth diſtill, 
Like a full Honey- comb. 
And doſt thou come, my deareſt Lord? + 
And doſt thou ſurely come? 
And doſt thou ſurely quickly come ! 
Methinks I am at home. 


III. | 
Come then, my deareſt, deareſt Lord, 
My ſweeteſt, ſureſt Friend ; 
Come, for I loath theſe Kepar Tents, 
The fiery Chariots ſend. 
What have I] here? My Thoughts and Joys 
Are all pack'd up and gone; 
My eager Soul would follow them 
To thine Eternal Throne. 


| SET 

What have I in this barren Land ? 
My Jeſus is not here; 
Mine Eyes will ne'er be bleſt, until 

My Jeſus doth appear. 
My Jetus is gone up to Heaven 

To get a Place for me 
For tis his Will that where he is, 

There ſhould his Servants be. 


F 
. 
YZ - 1 5 - 


” V. 17 1 OJ #4 {R540 hif 1 
CAxAAN I view from PisoAn's Top- 
Of Canaan's Grapes I taſte; MV 
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My . who ſends unto me here, 
Will ſend for me at laſt, | 

I have a God that changeth not, 
Why ſhould I be perplext? 

My God that owns me 1n this World, 
Will own me in the next. 


VI. 
Go fearleſs then, my Soul, with G0 


Into another Room: 
Thou, who hath walked with him here, 
Go ſee thy God at Home. 
View Death with a believing Eye, 
It hath an Angel's Face: 
And this kind Angel will prefer 
Thee to an Angel's Place. 


| VII. 
The Grave is but a Fining- Pot 


Unto believing Eyes: | 
For there the Fleſh ſhall loſe its Drofs, 
And like the Sun ſhall riſdG. 
The World which I have known too well, 
Hath mock'd me with its Lyes: 
How gladly could I leave behind 


Its vexing Vanities. e en 
VIII. ! 
My deareſt Friends they dwell + 


Them will I go to ſee; 
And all my F riends in Chriſt below, 
Will ſoon come after mee. 
Fear not the Trump's Earth- :rending' Sound; 
Dread not the Day of Doom: © ff 
For he that is to be thy Judge, 


Thy r mera {ra wid”; 
* "1 4 7 N / Bleſt 


to] VI 


0141 


TO ALMIGHTY GOP. 47 


N he * 1 

Bleſt iy my God that gives me Light, 11 
Who in the Dark did grope: e220 n 

Bleſt be my God, the God of Love, 

Wbo cauſeth me to hope. 

Here's the Word's Signet, Comfort's Staff, 7 


And here is Grace's Chain! n 75 
By theſe thy Pledges, Lord, I Knows 266 5 H 
My * are not in Vain. u0TTke Þ 

. vod F 22 

XXXI. AN Song f Praiſe collected out Y, 1 
5500 oh.” Palms. Ae 

PSALM PraiſerheLord, Praiſchim, Praiſchim, 

135-1. - Praiſe him with one Accord ; | -0© 

Praiſe him, le him, all ve that be + ys 

The Servants of the Lord. 1 . 


47. 6. Sing Praiſes to our God; ; fing Praiſe 4 
Sing Praiſes to our King: 

Praiſe to the King of all the Earth, 

With Wi ang. 


Tao Þ one 23.24% mr ONT nas aw 
10 1. 15 Soul give hides unto ohe Lord; 8 
iy Spirit ſhall do the ſame: * 


And all the Secrets of my Heart, 
Praiſe ye his Holy Name. 
95. 6. Ea let us bow, and praiſe the Lord, 
Before him let us fall, | 
And kneel to him with one „Merbbeh | 


vo he hath made us all. ” 
N PRE" 2 fi e e 
7 He is the Lord, he is our God, en Bev 
For us he doth provide: A. 464 
We are his Flock, he doth-ns feed: HP 


. His Sheep, he doth us guide. I win 
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48 
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I 18. 21. I will give Thanks unto the Lord, 
Becauſe he hath heard me, 

And is become moſt Py. 


A Saviour unto me. 


W. NG 
13. The Lord is my Defence acid! Strengeh, 

My Joy, my Mirth, my Song; 1 I | 
He is become for me hideed, . | 1 N 
A Saviour moſt ſtrong. ao k- 
28. Thou art my God, 'Lwill 3 

And render Thanks to thee: _ + 
Thou art my God, and 1 will praiſe 
oF * rowards me. 


V. 
29. 0 give ye Thanks unto the Lord! 70 * 


For gracious is he; | 


in . g 


Becauſe his Mercy doth andere. Jager 
Fay Ver towards me. { £1 EBT£Y 11S / 205 
— — 1 3 
XXXII. —Anther. bre 54h 
1 J. 21 | © C25 06] BY ; 
PSALM O render Thanks unto the wile. 
26. 6. 1 How: great a cauſe have I! 


My Voice, my Prayer, and ay Complaint, | } 
Thar heard ſo willingly ? 
59. 17. Thou art my Strength, thou haſt me ſtay'd 

O Lord, I ſing to thee: 
Thou art my Fort, my Fence 50 Aid, - 
A loving God to me. 
II. | 
73. 25. What Thing is there that I can wiſh, 
But Thee, in Heaven above ? 
And in the Earth there is nothing 
Like Thee that I can love. 
36. 9. For why? The Well of Life fo pure, 
Doth ever flow from Thee: And 


ro ALMIGHTY GOD. "9 
And in thy Light we are full ſure 
The laſting Light to lee. | 
III. 
27. 15. My Heart would faint, but that in tliee 
This Hope 1s fixed faſt ; 
The Lord God's good Grace ſhall I ſee | © 
In Life that ay ſhall laſt. 
48. 13. For this God is our God, our God 
For evermore is he: 
This God of ours, even unto Death, 
Our faithful Guide wall be. 
IV. 
17. When I awake, I ſhall behold 
2 Righteouſneſs thy Face; 
And 1 ſhall be moſt like to thee, 
Even filled with thy Grace. 
16. 11, Full Joys are in thy Preſence, Lord, 
A ſweet and precious Store) 
My God, at thy Right-hand there are 
3 for cuermore. 


V. 
103. 21. Ve Angels which are great in Power, 0 
Praiſe ye and bleſs the Lord ji; 
Which to obey and do his Will, 


Immediately accord. 
22. Ve all his Works in every Place, 

Praiſe ye his Holy Name: 
My Heart, my Mind, and all me Soul, 

IN or ever praiſe the ſanties | & 

10 Crnnn——= — . 
XXXIMI.—A Song of Praiſe collected from, the 
Doz1logies in in the Revelation of St. fobn. 
I. 


REV, * Him that lov'd us from Himſelf, | 5 


Aud fy to do us good, N 
| * H : 19v9 0] og 
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And waſh'd us from our tet Sins, 
In his own pureſt Blood. 
6. And made us Kings and Prieſts to God, 
His Father indnite; j 
To him eternal Glory be, 
And everlaſting Might. 


II. 


. 12. The I. amb is worthy that was ſlain, 
To have all Power and Wealth: 
All Honour, Glory, Wiſdom, Streugth, 
Thanks for his ſaving Health. 1 
13. Thanks, Honour, 'Glory, Power to him 
That on the Throne doth fit, 
And to the Lamb for ever, and 
For ever; 1o be it. 


III. 


7. 9. Thouſands of Thouſands of the Saints 
Which ſtand before the King 
With ſhining Robes, and ſpreading Palms, 
Loud Hallelujahs ſing, 

10. Aſcribe Salvation to our God 
Wbo ſits upon the Throne; 
And to the Lamb, the glorious Lamb, 
Aſcribe D a 


IV. 


11. 12. Amen, Amen, the Angels cry, 
Salvation is his due; 

And he through all Eternity 

His Praiſes Will renew. 

Thanks, Glory, Bleffing, Wifdom, Mick, 

Honour and Power, t 4 

Be to our God for ever more, 

For evermore. Amen, | 
| PENL 


;t- 86:1): 


* 
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 PENITENTIAL CRIES 


I.—The Sinner's Self- Refleftion. 


. | 
AH Lord, ah Lord, what have I done? 
What will become of me ? 
What ſhall I ſay, what ſhall I do? 
Or whither ſhall I flee ? 
By wand'ring I have loſt myſelf, 
And here I make my Moan: _. 
O whither, whither have I ſtray'd ! 
Ah, Lord, what have I done. 


IT. 

Thy Candle ſearches all my Rooms, 
And now I plainly ſee, | 

The numerous Sins of Earth and Hell 
Are ſummed up in me. 

The Seeds of all the Ills that grow, 
Are in my Garden ſown, 

And Multitudes of them are ſprung; 
Ah, Lord, what have I done! 


IIT. 

I have been Satan's willing Slave, 
And his moſt eaſy Prey : 

He. was not readier to command, 
Than 1 was to obey: 

Or, if at times he left my Soul, 
Yet ſtill his Work went on; 

I was a Tempter to myſelf ; 


Ah, Lord, what have I done! 


I puff 


PENITENTIAL 


IV. 

I puft at all the Threats of Heaven, 
And flighted all its Charms : 

Nor Satan's Fetters would I leave 
For Chriſt's inviting Arms. 

I had a Soul, but priz'd it not; 
And now my Soul is gone. 

My forced Cries do pierce the Skies, 
Ah, Lord, what have I done! | 


„ 


II.— The Sinner's Remorſe. 
As Pſalm 25. 


Os. | 
ORD, thou haſt overcome, 
I've got my deadly Wound, 
And he that kicks againſt the Pricks, 
Will ſoon himſelf confound : 

My Sins, thoſe venemous Darts, 
Which Heavenwards I did throw, 
Are now my Rack, being driven back 

Buy mine Almighty Foe. 


| IT. 

My Sins have found me out, 
And at my Door they lie; 

And there they ſtay both Night and Day, - 
And there I hear them cry, 

In vain my Friends attempt 
To cure my Miſeries, 

What they propound to me, is drown'd 
In Sin's loud roaring Cries. 


Hl. 
In vain are all the Tears 
Of them that ſtand without: 


ORIES.* 


—_— 


My Dart's within, it is my Sin, 
They cannot pull it out. 

My Heart is all one Wound, 
My Breath repeateth Sighs ; 


My Bread is Tears, my Life is Fears, 


My Language, Groas and Cries, 


IV 1}; 
What are Heav'ns Lights to him 
Who in the Dungeon lies? 
Not one thin Ray, or Piece of Day 
Does chear my clouded Eyes: 
Sin's Match enkindles Hell, 
Sin makes the Damned roar; 
This I have heard without Regard ; 
But never knew before. 


ww 


: 


III.— Ihe Sinner's Fears. 


I. of," era of 

LAS! For I have ſeen the Lord, 

With a drawn Sword he ſtood ; 

Now might he ſheath it in my F leſh, 
And bathe it in my Blood : 


I've dar'd him with my mighty ier 


As if he was too flow ; 
But now he comes both arm'd and girt, 
As an inraged Foe. 


II. 


What ſhall a guilty Sinner do, 
When Juſtice does appear? 

O whither ſhall I flee from him, 
Whoſe Place is every Where; 

As I can neither ſtand nor fly ; : 


So neither can I bear 


J 8 
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The mighty Hand which grinds the . 
And doth Foundations tear. | 


III. 


My pale, my poor, my trembling Soul 
Does ſtart at every Thing, 
It hourly fears huge Hoſts of Wrath 
From this incenſed King: 
Should he but his commiſſions grant, 
All Creatures would engage 
Againſt me as their eommon Foe, 


With an united Rage. 
IV. 

I have ſuch Monſters in my Soul, 
As do portend and tell, 

As Devils here with me have dwelt, 
So I with them muſt dwell : 

They have my wretched Soul poſſeſs'd, 
They hold it in their Chains ; 

I fear, leſt they ſhould drag it down 
To luffer endleſs Pains, 


V. 
My Fears are juſt ; I've deſerv'd Hell, 
And 'tis my proper Hire 
But who can dwell, O who can dwell 
With everlaſting Fire. 
— 
IV. ITbe Sinner's Shame and Confuſion. 
* 
O fooliſh, ſo abſurd am I, 


That nothing can be more; 
Was ever ſuch a Monſter ſcen 4 
Upon the Earth before! I dare 
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dare not look upon the Earth, 
The Witneſs of my Sin; | 
My Conſcience is a Doomſday Book : 
I dare not look within. 


IT. 
Upwards I durſt not caſt mine Eyes; 
For there my Judge doth fit : 

Nor downwards, whence the Smoak doth riſe 
From the infernal Pit: 
How ſhall I anfwer at the Bar 

Of him who is moſt pure? 
cannot anſwer for myſelf; 


My ſelf I can't endure. 


| III. 
And as my ſelf I can't endure, 
My ſelf I cannot fly; 
Thus Fools do ſell themſelves for Slaves, 
And what a Slave am I ? 
My Heart the Seat of Folly 1s, 
My Life a Lite of Sin ; 
Surely, I am more brutith far, 
Than ever Brute hath been. 


IV. 

Is this my Wit, is this my Way, 
To make a glorious Name? 
Is this the Thanks I've paid to Heav'n: 

Ah, what a Beaſt I am ! 
The Crown is fallen from niy Head, 

My royal Robes are gone; 
Confuſion is my only Cloak, 

And I mutt put it on. 

, of V. 

And whilſt I bluſh, and whilſt I bleed. 
Kere will I fit alone oma. 
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J am not worthy of the Earth, 


O, how it kills my Heart to think 
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And here I'll lead the Leper's Life. 
And make my doleful Moan. mae 1A 


Nor worthy of the Air, 
Nor worthy of the watery Drop, 
But of the Damned's Fare. 


VI. ' 1 


Upon my fooliſh Ways ! 
Yet this I'll bear, and bleſs the Lord, 


Becauſe Damnation ſtays. 


V. - Ibe Sinner's Amazement.. 
As Pſalm 25. 


I. 


I READ that Sins are Clouds 1A 
When Vengeance Storms have fell ; 
But this is that I wonder at, 
That I am out of Hell. ody ed 
Sure there are thoſe in Hell, Nai? 
Who never have deſerv'd | 19-11 
In Hell to lie, ſo much as I, is 1 397 
And yet I am preſerv'd. 1 tl oli nO 


II. 


My Sins have proudly ſcorn'd, 
My Sins have boldly dar'd 
The God of Might, with much Deſpight, 
And yet my Soul is ſpar'd.  _. V T 


The beſt and goodlieſt Things 


Which did this World adorn, _ dub 1, F 
By Sin are raz d, and quite defac'd, 1 
Vet ſtill I am forborn. 855 


3  . CRIES. 
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At our firſt Parents“ Breach, 
Pale Death came ruſhiog i in; 
The Angels fell from Heav'n to Hell, 
Preſs'd with the Weight of Sin. 
The SopoMiTEs Cry prevail'd, 
Hell could no longer ſtay ; 
But lo! There came a ſulph'rous Flame, 
And met them by the Way. 


IV. 


When Cor an did rebel, 
Earth would not be his Slave 

To bear his Weight ; but open'd * 
And was his willing Grave: 

When ISRAEL did corrupt 

The Air with murmuring Breath, 

It did rebound and gave a Wound, 
And that was preſent Death. 


V. 


The whole Creation groans, 
Sin's Wrecks the World do fill ; 

It empties Rooms to furnith * 
Vet I am living ſtill: 

On the Lord's Hand I live, 
And cannot but admire 

He does not ſhake ſo vile a Snake 
Into Eternal Fire. | | | 


VF. 


That Miracles are ceas'd, | 
Some confidently tell; | 
But I do know, it is not fo 


Whilſt 1 am out of Hell, ; | 
Oaks | VI. Tie 


ef... 


VI. —The Sinner's Hofe. 


J. 


HO knows but ſuch an one as I, 
May Grace and Mercy find ? 

I hear the God of IsRAEII. 
Is merciful and kind : 

Had he been pleas'd to torture me 
With everlaſting Bands, 

He might have done i it long ago, 


Who had me in his Hands. 


IT. 
I do not hear the Trumpet ſound 


To call me to his Bar; 

The Proofs and Patterns of his Grace 
Forbid me to deſpair. - 

Deſpair is ſuch a Sm of Sins 
It cannot be forgiv'n; T 

Whilſt other Sins Hell's Ways do pave, 
This bars the Gates of Heav'n. 


III. 


Ceaſe then thy Murm' ring, O my Soul, 

And ſilently attend 

To th' ſounding Bowels of a Chriſt, 
Who is the Sinner's Friend : 

He does not ſay, Depart from me 
Into Eternal Fire 

But, Come into my open Breaſt 
Where weary Souls retire. 


IV. 


The ceembling Wretch who touch'd his Fre 7 

But fear'd an heavy Doom, : \ 
bots yd a Cure, and Bleſſing too, | 

And went rejoicing home: 2 T he 
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The Prodigal deſerv'd and ſar'd 
Worſe than the Swine he fed RS 

But found a mirthful Feaſt at home, 
Who only look'd for Bread. 


V. 

Heav'n look'd upon the Publican, 
Who was bow'd down to Shame: 

| Mercy he call'd, which ſoon appear'd, 
And anſwer'd to its Name. 

My Sins are mighty Sins indeed, 
But I have underſtood, 

Great Sins are Foils which do inhance 
The Price of ſaving Blood. 


VI. 
My Soul has many ghaſtly Wounds, 
Vet will not J deſpair, 
Whilſt there is Balm in GiLEAD, 
And a Phyſician there: als | 


That I might march to Canaax's Land, 


The Silver Trumpet ſounds z 
My Day ſtill ſhines, my Tent is fixt 
Within Salvation's Bounds, 


VII. 
The Door is ſhut, but is not barr'd; 
And he that is within, 
Does bid me aſk, and ſeek, and knock, 
And ſtrive to enter in ! | | 
Here then I'll aſk, and ſeck, and knock, 
Until the Door be ope; 
Nor will I ſtir a Foot from hence; 
It is a Door of Hope. | 
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PENI[TENTIAL 


WW H9, who can number all the Stars, 
Number the Sands upon the Shore ! 

Then may'ſt thou count the numerous Hoſts 

That throng my Way to Mercy's Door. 


M axassfn's Sins were White to mine, 
Mine bear the deepeſt Crimſon Dyer ; 
Sure never any ſo provok'd | 
So ſweet, 1o kind a God, as I. 


How 13 it, Lord, thou doſt ſo long 
Such Guilnineſs as this forbear, 
When almoſt every thought's a Sin? 
My very Breath-pollutes the Air. 


Sinners may for a Time rejoice, 

"Till threatned Storms of wrath ariſe ; 
But challeng'd Juſtice will awake 

Its Sword, and then the Sinner dies. 


What Fools are they that entertain 


With Scorn the Sounds of Goſpel- Grace 


Sorrow and Sin walk in a Chain, 


Although they keep not equal Pace. 


' Approaching Sin is deckt with Charms, 


And ſmiles in Promiſes of Gain ; 
No ſooner paſt; our Joys are loſt, 
All ſuch Delights ſhut up in Pain. 


222 — . 


VI II. — Another, 
& * I. 


IIO, * can number all * Reged. 5 


V Or Sands upon the Shore! 


VII.—The Sinner*s Confeſſion. 


5 MA 


1) ORTESHE 
———— * 
Thy Sins, thy! Sins are Multitudes, 
- My Soul, thy Sins are more. 
Alas! I cannot bear the Sight, 
They do like Clouds ariſe ; i 

The Sword of Juſtice will awake; 

For they have reach'd the Skies. 


II. 


Moſt ſtubbornly J have rebell'd, 
And broke thy Law, O God! 

How juſt is it that ſuch a Wretch - 
Should feel thy flaming Rod ? 

I bleed, to think, how 1 did flight 

) Thy Meſſage from above: 

How Ideſpis d thy Blood, O Chriſt, 

And "7 redeeming Love. 


III. 
How of I did repeat my Sin, 


And ran upon the Score; 

Tho! Conſcience loudly did diſſuade, 
And bade me fin no more! 

How is it, Lord, thou doſt fo long 
This wretched Soul forbear, 

When almoſt every Thought's a Sin, 
My Breath pollutes thy Air. 


IV. 


Manassen's Sins were White to mine, 
Mine bear a Crimſon Dye: 
Sure never any ſo provok'd 
The Lord of Hoſts as I. 
Ah, how much viler than the Earth, 
By Sin am I become: 
A Sinner of polluted Birth, 


4 Sinner 1 in the Womb. 
| VII 
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PENITENTIAL. 
ETC ISSCC, — —— 
v. 
Lord, whither, whither muſt I range 
To count up my Tranſgreſſions! 
Give me thy Pardon in Exchange; 
A of my confeſſions. 
—— 4 
IX.—7 he Sinner's Retreat. 
| J. Fes 
AREWELL, vain World, I bid * | 
That canſt not fill, but cloy ; ; 
Thy Throne, O God, docs ſend forth new 
And more refined joy: a ä 
Mere Vanity does Man purſue 
With Eagerneſs and Heat; 
The braveſt Things the World can ſhew, 
Are all a perfect Cheat, 


112 
Who gain the Riches of the Earth, 
Gain but a ſiner Droſs, 
Who gains a World and loſe a Soul, 
Suſtains the greateſt Loſs : 
The Blaſt of Honour ſounds aloud, - 
Vet that's but empty Air, 
Which quickly paſſes through the Clouds, 
Aud does no more appear. 


: C22; 


— 


III. 
My Soul. there's nothing here that can 
True Blefledneſs afford ; [ 


Ye painted Shadows, get you gone, 
Ye hold me from my Lord; 
He's bleſs'd indeed. Hat loveth God, 710 
Whoſe undefiled Mind "x 
Can ſcorn ſuch mean, ignoble Joys, 1 04 
He better Joys ſhall find. | Mag 
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© happy they who only love 
Their God, and him admire ; 
That I may taſte thoſe Joys that laſt, 
I'll from the World retire : 
I'll make it my Ambition now 
To be belov'd of God. 
And under his delightful Shade 
Will ſettle mine Abode, 
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X.—The Sinner's Reſolves. 
J. 
TY empty World has now too long 
Deceived me with Lyes ; | 

] am reſolved to be gone; 

Deluded Soul, ariſe. 
Go fly to Chriſt without Delay, 

Engage him for thy Friend ; 
Such Men aie blefled in their Way, 

Aud bleſſed in their End. 


* 
What have I more to do with Sin? 
Ye flattering Sweets, begone ; 
The Time and Place "twas adted i in 
Are ſad to think upon. 
My vain Companions I'll forſake, 
Them from their. Ways withdraws . 
Ti read a Lecture that ſhall make 
Thoſe frozen Hearts to thaw... , , 


III. 
My Sins will T no more re} 
Nor finiſh that begun; obe 
My Semmons to the Ie 
IAtiy come before 1 it's douẽ, 


Tl dedicate myſelf to God, 


64  PENITENTIAL 


1 will not with my Finger once 


Touch my beloved Sin; 
Who knows its Latter-End ? You know 


But where it did begin, 


IV. 


The Snares of Satan lie ſo low, 
And are ſo ſmoothly plac'd, 

T'll ſoftly tread where-e'er I go, 
And never at in haſte: 

The Word and Spirit I'll obey, 
And think if God ſay fo 


It is enough; I'll never ſtay 


To ſee. what others do. 
| V 


And his alone will be; 

I triumph I am in the Road | 
To true Felicity. | 
Lord, all is ſpread before thy Face 

My Soul reſolves upon; 
My Soul commits it to thy Grace, 
O leave it not alone! 


(> 23 — . 


XI.— Tbe Sinner's Cry for Pardon. 


I 


Y God he is the God of Grace, 
Who Pardons has in ſtore; 


Whole boundleſs Treaſures have enrich'd 


Whom Sins has firſt made poor. 
Tis Mercy's Glory to forgive, 

And not in Wrath deſtroy ; 
This adds freſh Comfort to the Saints, 


Ne Triumphs to their Joys. 


— 
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II. 
This will encourage Souls to ſeek 
To the Redeemer's Face, | 
When the Manasstns of our Day, 
And MacpALens find Grace: 
My Sins are Mountains; tho” they be, 
Theſe Mountains cannot ſtand ; 
What are thoſe Mountains to my Chriſt ; 
They fly at thy Command, 


III. : 
Tho' they are high and numberleſs, 
I'm in Salvation's Road ; | 
They canhiot *poſe the Blood of Chriſt, 
Which 1s the Blood of God. 
Where Sin abounds, his Records ſay 
Grace has abounded more; | 
This has, and ſhall be ſtill my Plea, 
Whilſt thou haſt Graee in ſtore, 


4 — 
XII. —Anotber. 
v N 
REAT God, thou art a God of Grace, 
Who Pardons hath in ſtore; - .- © 
O do not turn away thy Face 
From me, tho" I am poor. 
I do deſerve the hotteſt Plagues 
Of an incenſed Gd, 
To drink the Vials of his Wrath, 
To feel the Damned's Rod.. 


1 
But turn away thy Wrath from me 
Now turning at thy Call; 
O why ſhouldit thou exalt thyſelf 
In thy poor Creature's fall? 
6E K | I might 


ah 
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1 PENITENTIAL 


I might be caſt into thy * 
There, lie for evermore ; 

But, Lord, thy Patience did give Bail, 
Thy Chriſt did pay the Score. 


III. 

Mercy, good Lord, Mercy I aſk, 
This is the total Sum: 

For Mercy, Lord, is all my Suit, 
Lord, let thy Mercy come. 

Lord, if thou wilt my Sins forgive, 
Wilt not in Wrath deſtroy, 

"Twill add new Comforts to thy Saints, 
Freſh Triumphs to their Joy. 


IV. 

This will encourage Sinners, Lord, 
To turn and ſeek thy Face, 

When they ſhall hear the worſt of them 
Has now obtain'd thy Grace : 

My Sins are Mountains; tho” they be, 
Theſe Mountains cannot ſtand ; 

What are thoſe Mountains to my Chriſt ? ? 
They fly at thy Command. 


V. 
My Sins indeed are numberleſs ; 
Are not thy Mercies ſo? 
This did thy pardon'd Ones profeſs, - 
They bade me to thee go. 


Tho' they be numerous and great, 
I'm in Salvation's Road; 

They cannot paſs the Blood of Chriſt, 
Which is the Blood of God. 


VI. 
. Where Sin abounds, thy Word does ſay, 
Grace has abounded more 


CRIES. 


This is, and ſhall be ſtill my Plea, 
Whilſt thou haſt Grace in ſtore ; 
Mercy, good Lord, Mercy I aſk, 
This is the total Sum: 
For Mercy, Lord, is all my Suit, 
Lord, let thy Mercy come. 
4 — 
XIII.—The SIGs Addreſs to Chrift. 
HERE lies a Sin I'll drop a Tear; 
But Views of ſaving Blood 
Can only'calm the Tempeſt here, 
And do my Conſcience good : 
Tis thou alone, my Lord, can't * 
This aching Heart Relief; 
Chriſt s gentle Voice would make it live, 0 
His hand wipe off my Grief. 


II. 

Thoſe falſely call'd the derben of * 
Are bitter unto me 

I loath the State that I am in, 
And long to come to Thee. 

But O! Wilt thou receive him now, 
That's comiag to thy Door ? 

For I can bring no Dowry, Lord, 

I come extremel y poor. 


III. 
What if my Tears could make a Flood! 
My Righteouſneſs is Droſs; 
Theſe Tears need waſhing in thy Blood, 
Tho' wept upon thy Croſs. 
I have an Argument to plead, 
Which thou canſt not deny; 
Thy Grace is free, and 1 90 give l 
Ts Sinners ſuch as I. Thou 


1 PENITENTIAL 
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| IV. 

Thou doſt invite all wand' ring Souls, 
And I am one of thoſe ; 

With thce the Sick do find a Cure, 

The Weary find Repole ö 

The World and Sin will ever vex 
Will trouble and moleſt! 

But I will cruſt my Soul with Chriſt, 
To bring to Heaven's Reſt. a 


0D GED 
XIV.—The W Reception. 


WY HILST others colt y Offerings bring 
Unto my Lord moſt dear, 
To him a Song of Praiſe I'll ſing, 
And ſacrifice a Tear: 
This is my choiceſt Gift, I have 
No better to impart ; 
When thou receivedſt me firſt, then EC 
Did offer up mine Heart. 


II. 

I am the Prodigal return'd, 

And met upon a Plain, 
And thou the loving Father, who 

Invit'ſt me home again: 

Thou didſt invite and bring me home, 
My Study now ſhall be, 

To furniſh and prepare a Room, 


Where Chriſt may dwell with me. 


IIT. 
O cleanſe my Soul, and make it White, 
Adoru it with thy Grace: 
To dwell with me do thou delight, 
And ncver hide thy Face. Whe 


2 CRIES. 
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Who can but love ſo dear a La g 
II make a daily Feaſt; 

The daily exerciſe of Grace 
Shall entertain my Chriſt, 


IV. 
] love thee, Lord, and thou doſt n 
How I adore thy Name; 
Surely, my God, I would do ſo, 
Would wea a loving Frame: 
With chankfulneſs 1 will record 
Thy Kindneſs all my Days, 
VI live upon, and to the Lord, 
And breathe a conſtant Praiſe. 


— 
XV, — The Sinner's Admiration of Divine Mercy: 
As Plalm- 148. | 
I. 
HAT Line can fathom, Lord, 
Thy rich and wond'rous Grace? 
Your praiſing Songs record, 
Ye Saints, in every Place. 
Bleſs God, my Soul, 
Even unto Death 
And write a Song 
For every Breath. 


IT. 

Hell was my proper Hire, 

Who long was Satan's Slave, 

Fit Fuel for the Fire; 
But God delights to ſave. 

| Bleis God, my Soul, 
Even unto Death, 

And write a Song | 2 
For every Breath. Vile 


PENITENTIAL 
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III. 
Vile Prodigals may not 
Acceptance with thee fear; 
No Sigh was e'er forgot, 
God bottles every Tear. 
Bleſs God, my Soul, 
Even unto Death, 
And write a Song 
For every Breath. 
IV. 
My Sins are very high, | 
I finking down to Hell, 
Free Mercy then drew nigh 
And caught me as I fell. 
| Bleſs God, my Soul, 
Even unto Death, 
And write a Song 
For every Breath. 
| V. 
Cherubs cannot expreſs 
Such Love, which ne'er decays ; 
What can my Soul do lefs, 
Than love him all my Days. 
Bleſs God, my Soul, 
Even unto Death, 
And write a Song 
For every Breath. 
| "ey 
XVI.—The Soul's Thirſt. . 
I 


I BLESS my God for giving Grace, 
Whole Bounty will augment my Store, 
And as my Grace does thus advance, 


So, Lord, thy Praiſes (hall be more. But 
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II. | 
But ſurely Hearts are barren Soil, © 
Mere Nature can bear nothing a 
But I ſhall grow; the Holy Ghei ; 
Waters me with a ſacred Flood.” 


III. 


Be thou to me as thou haſt been 

Unto thy chofen Is AEL., | 

A Dew to keep my Branches Green, 
A Sun to make my Bloſſom ſmell. 


IV. 


He who eſteems a trifling Joy 
Above the Beamings of thy Face, 
Prefers a Dunghill to a Throne, 
And faileth in his heavenly Race. 


V. 
But Heaven-born Souls are thirfty ſtill, 
And eager Saints through Haſte complain; 


Yet they that dwell on Sion's Hill, 
Shall ne'er be parch'd thro' want of Rain. 


» nr eee 
XV. For Spiritual Pratectian. 


. 
GCURROUNDING Hoſts of Enemies 
Are watching to break in; 

And Satan in his Ambuſh lies, 
T' enſnare my Soul in Sin: 

But God ſets his protecting Guard 
Around his Children all, 

Who Light and Safety have from him, 


As from a fiery Wall. 


PENITENTIAL 
2 II. 
This Satan ſees with envious Eyes, 
And ſhakes at me his Chain; 
= This, when the Soul diſcerns, tis free 
bi From all diftruſtful Pain: 
The World puts on its daunting Frown, 
{| And thinks to make me fly : 
But no Temptations caſt me down, 
Whilſt Thou, my Rock, art nigh. | 


III. 
But when my God withdraws his Hand, 
Ilͤ ſtumble at a Pin; 
My Reſolutions and my Vows, 
Sad and give in, | 
_ Help, Lord! That Frame ſet up within, 
Which thine own Hand did raife, 
Shall elſe be broken up by Sin, 
And thou wilt loſe the Praile. 


li | IV. 

| Even as thy Care, thy Hand 1s large, 
And fills cach empty Space : 

Remember that I am thy Charge ; 
This Day conſult my Caſe. 

My Soul and Frame I will commit 
To thee, O Holy Ghoſt ! 

Thou art my Guardian ; -and I truſt, 

| Thy Work ſhall not be loſt. 
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XVIII —Lamenting the Loſs of fup Lore. 


THAT my Soul was now as Gi 

As it hath ſometimes been, 
Devo of that diſtracting Care 
Without, and Guilt within, 


1 - 
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CRIES. 


There was a Time when I could tread 
No Circle but of Love; 
That joyous Morning now is fled, 
How heavily J move! 


Unhappy Soul, that thou ſhoul'ſt force 
Thy Saviour to depart, a 
When he was pleaſed with ſo coarſe 
A Lodging in thy Heart ! 
How ſweetly I enjoy'd my God ! 
With how divine a Frame ! 
I thought, on every Plant I trod, 
1 read my Saviour's Name. 


III. 
T liv'd, I lov'd, I talk'd with thee, 


So ſweetly we agreed, 

And thou no Stranger waſt to me 
Till I became 4 Weed ; 
The Tempter rob'd me, and I muſt 

I fear be ever poor ; 
May this ſuffice, to roll 7th* Duſt 
Before thy Temple Door. 


. 
My deareſt Lord, my Heart flames not 
Wich Love, that ſacred Fire; - 
But fince my Love has wore that Blot, 
Repentance runs the higher. 
O might thoſe Days return again, 
How welcome they ſhould be! 
Shall my Petition be in vain 
Since Grace 1s ever free ? 


L 
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" _ — — * W tees not 
| | Iv. ed 
Lord of my Soul, return, return, 
To chaſe away this Night; 
Let not thine Auger ever burn; 
God once was my Delight. 


— 59 


XIX. P Conflict. 


H me! my Heart's pot Seat of War, 

Two Armies there appear ; 
Satan has drawn his Forces up; 

My God, my Strength, draw near. 

The * leſh and Spirit do contend 
For this weak Soul of mine; 

Two Worlds in Competition ſtand; 
Lord, ſave me, I am thine. 


MW 4 5 
The Soul upon the Wing of Pack. 
Strews Triumphs in us Way;  _. 
But ſtraight a guilty Thought breaks in, 
And — ToF Night with Day. 


III. 
My Evidences ſhould be clear; 
Bur Ah! The Blots of Sin 
Tun chearing Hopes to fadning Fear, 
And make black Doubts within : 
The Laws of Sin and Grace will jar, 
Both dwelling in one Room ; 
The Saints expect perpetual War, 
Till they are ſent for home. 


LY: -. 
Altho' theſe combats make you fear, 
They ſhould not caſt you down ; 
God will give Grace to hold out here, | 
Aud Glory for its * XX. — HD- 


l 


_ CRIES. 


XX. - Ibe Backſlider's . I 
1, wb, 3 
H O' I am fallen from my God, n 


Fll venture to draw nigh; 
His Word aſſures he would not | 
Have any Sinner die: 
Sinners may hope to ſee God's Face, 
Tho' fallen ne'er ſo low. 
If they go to the Throne of Grace, 


And weeping as they go. 


II. | 
Who "IRON himſelf before him there, 
His Sin ſhall be forgot; . EY 
If Sinners bluſh when they confeſs, 
Their Saviour hides their Spot; 
Ah, Lord ! I am aſham'd to come, 
Aſham'd with thee to meet; © 
I dare not look, but down | fall, 
At thy molt bleſſed Feet. 


III. 
Did ever any thus before, 
Thus baſely wrong thy Grace? 
Sure, I'm more vile thai any oue, 
Of lapſed Apam's Race. 
Here comes a Prodigal; Lord, hear, 
And anſwer ar his Call; 
I beg for Jeſus Sake that thou 
Remember not my Fall. 
IV. ; 
Nothing l plead on my behalf. 
But yet thou knoweſt well, 
Bright Saints in Heav'n were once black Brands 


Wand from a burning Hell. 4 
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The Blood of Bulls thou askeft not; | 
A penitential Groan + 
Shall be accepted; this I bring, 
And offer at thy Throne 
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XXI.—ITbe Sinner's Morning Prayer. 
As Plalm 100. » 


; T. Kb 
'OD, who once more unſeal'd mine Eyes, 
Shall have my choiceſt Sacrifice; 
My higheſt Thanks I humbly pay, 
For Mercies running Night and Day. 


IT. 

O Lord, thy Pardon I implore, 

And Grace that I offend no more; 
O let thy Goodrels never ceaſe, 
Renew thy Covenant of Peace. 


III. 

As thou reneweſt ſtill my Days, | 

With new Endearments crown my Ways; 

Father, with me this Day abide, 
Be thou my Leader and my Guide. 


6 9. - 
That I may plainly ſee and know 
The very Path where I thould go, 
And may at Night rejoicing tay, 
My God was kind to me this Day. 


. . * 8 
Thoſe Graces that I waut, ſupply, 
And keep me with a tender Eye; 
Let my Corruptions more and more - 
Loſe of the Ground they had before. By 


r 
— — 


— 
——— 


— — — TEST 


| | CRIES: *? 
— — — 
By Faith, dear Saviour, I would live, ri gh 

And like the fruitful Lily thrive ; : 

The fruitful 'Chriſtia.z honaurs God, 

And ſhews his Paſtures to be good. 

| VIT. 

Give me thy Claim to Heaven clear, 
Thy conſtant Grace to perſevere ; | 

Whilſt here on Earth, be thou'my Guard, 

And at the laſt my great Reward. 


1 ——— het 


XXII. —ITbe Sinner's Hvening * 


As Pſalm 100. 


f 3 
LORD, behold a 1 One, 

That fling, himſelf before thy Throne, 
By Practice ſinful, and by Birth, 
Lord, viler, viler than the Earth ! 

IT. 

O let thy Chriſt, my Jeſus be, 
To fave from Sin and Milery ! 
My Soul beneath thy Feet I lay, 
Intreating Pardon for this Day. 


III. 
God made this World and brought me in, 
And I brought mine, my World of Sin, 
Behold thoſe Sins, not as a Spy 
To mark, or as a Judge to try; 


; IV. 
But as Phyſician to-the Poor, 

Who brings a Balſam for the Sore. 
Abſolve, renew me, by thy Grace, 
Fit me. for Death which comes 1 r 
5. Egncirle 


—_—— _ 
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78 PENITENTIAL 
EET VP, 
V. | 
Encircle me within thine Arm, 
My Body to defend from Harm 
Preſerve my wandering Soul from Sin, 
Both going out, and coming in. 
. VI. 
Keep far from me a careleſs Heart, 
From which my Saviour would depart; 
O bleſs and proſper all my Ways, 
That they may iſſue in thy Praiſe. 
— —— 


XXIII. — 4 Cry for Improvement of Talents. 


1 
| 
1 
1 
1 
. 
1 
1 

q 


= 
AM a Tree that God hath ſer, 
Which he expects ſhould grow; 
We muſt allow that Hand to reap, 
Which was at Colt to ſow. 


II. | 
Tf thou expecteſt from my Flock, 
Or from my Tillage Bread, 
Then help me to improve my Stock, 
Let not thy Grace lie dead. 


25 III. 

Thoſe Talents that the Maſters lend, 
The Servants muſt improve; 

Thine Aid, O my great Maſter, ſend, 
To help me from above: _ 

Since thou didſt buy me when a Slave, 
Shall I not now be true ? | 

I'll uſe the Power that I have, 

Dear Saints, for God-and you. 


r 
Wich Riches give a liberal Heart, 
That ſo I may reſtore, 


2 CRTES. 


” and 


And "SUP pay 2 Tythes unto 
Thy Deputies the Poor: 

That e thou doſt ſhine on me, 
Shall honour thee always; 

2. lefler Talents join to pay 
Their Tribute to = Praiſe. 


Whate'er is micte, it firſt was thine, 
And thine ſhall ever be; 

All my Enjoy ments ſhall combine 
To praiſe and honour thee: 

My Parts, my Time, my every Thing, 
* wholly thine, I own; 

Accept the Muſic from each String 
Preſented at thy Throne, 


> — — 


XXIV. -A Cry before the Sacrament. 


I. | 
-DAY the Lord of Hoſts invites 
> Unto a coſtly Feaſt ; 
O, what a Privilege is this, 
"Y be my Saviour's Gueſt, 


II. 
All they that fit down with him muſt 
Be decked with his Grace ; | 
He ſmiles on ſuch Communicants, 
And they behold his Face. 


.. 

But who, and what am 1? O Lord! | | 
Unholy and unmeet | 3 

To come within thy Doors, or once | 

Waſh thy Diſciples” Feet. 


: Come, 


10 PENITENTIAL 


IV. 
Come, Holy Spirit, come, and tube 
My filthy Gatments hence; 
The Guilt, che Stain, the Love of Sin, 
Will give my Lord Offence. 


V. 
Remember not my Sins, O Lord, 
Which ever Toad my Mind; 
Thy Son did die for ſuch as oy 
That I might * find. 


. VE 
Worldly Diftrations 0 behind, 
Below the Mount abide; 


Be no Diſturbance to my Mind, 
Nor make my Saviour chide. 


VII. 


Let nothing that is not divine, 
Within thy Preſence move; 
Whate'er would cauſe thee not to ſhine 


In Tokens of thy Love. 


VIII. 


Whilſt thou doſt at thy Table fit, 
Send out thy Spirit to, breathe 
Upon my Soul, to ſummon forth 

-My Graces from beneath. 


IX. 


Amis Repentance, Faith, and Love, 


Awake, O every Grace; 
Come, come, attend this glorious King, 


And bow before his F. ace. 


— 


Oo come, 


, , CRIE 8. N 3 


— — = : — . —— —— Leer — ” 


O come, my Lord, the” Time draws nigh. 

That I am to receive, 

Stand with my Pardon. ſealed by, 
Perſuade me to believe. 


XI. . ( 

Let not my Jeſus now be ſtrange, .. 

Nor hide himſelf from me; 
O cauſe thy Face to ſhine u 

The Soul that longs for | 2 
O let our Entertainment noẽw- 

Be ſo exceeding ſweet, 
That we may long to come again, 

And at thy Table meet. 


— — 
1 XXV. R. Deſertion. N e 
v LORD. my God, I once could ang 
But now I fear to ſay 
My God; I only cry my King, 
Of force I muſt obe bey : 
I've forfeited that blefled Gueſt, 
That Joy that ſometimes ſhone 
Within this dark unhallow'd Breaſt ; 
0 whither is it gone ! 


8 
In infinite Compaſſion, Lord, 
To my Complaint give Ear; 
Whole Troops of Sorrow bear me down z 
O when wilt thou appear? 
Remember, Lord, what I am ſtilꝰd; 
Tho, under Darknefs . 2 +1 . 9. 
" 1 M | 15 © - Tho? 


PENTTENTHAL | 


Tho under Darkneſs, ſtill thy Child, 
_ Heart! is ſtill thy Seat. 
III. 


My king thou doſt poſſeſs that Throne, 
Thou doſt that Scepter ſway; 
"Tis thine ſtill, Lord, tis thine alone, 
I hate the Sinners Way: 
Lord, when thou ſeeſt me come to pray, 
Bow down a gracious Ear 
To anſwer ; if my Lord delay, 
One darkſome Day's a Year. 


| IV. 
To ſhine upon a Soul ſo vile, 
Would magnify thy Grace; 
J long for nothing but a Smile © 
From my dear Saviour's F 200 f 
I will no more my Lord provoke, 
Or cauſe thee to withdraw ; 
Thy former Frowns have made me wiſe, 


To fear, and ſtand in awe. 


V. 
My reſtleſs Soul will ne'er give o'ers 
” Untit thy Bowels move; 
TIl not be driven from thy Door 
*Till thou ** ſay, I love. 


b — 4 * 


XXVI—For the Succeſs of the Goſpel. 
As "IM 100. 


Wm ge. Tail mal Jew and GenriLs raiſe 
Harmonious Concerts to thy Praiſe? 
The Joy of this united Choir 


Will tune our praiſing Voices — Broken 


N v 


” 4 
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Broken nw rief, ty. 


To God from SALEM's, bro 5 


"oof 


Alas! the Dews of Grace di A. 1 
So thin on thirſty N « Hil, 3 ot] 
II. ile * Ac or 11 


Thy Saints com 35 that they — 4 Lal bt N 
Make Converts' Kit as Morning Dew, « 
Owning that Jacos's Tetits-are fair, 
Own P1SGAH 15 che r Air. 


* 
BY 


Our Wahi Lord, . OY 
Smile in a ſevenfold Suerefs; / 0 gl 1. 


O may thy gracious Kingdom come, ing 
And Souls, as a: Doves, fi home, 


v. 1121G94 qe A 
Now Srox's Poor ſhall all be fen. wy 5: = 
Here God ſupplies her Poor with Bread ; 
Then let the Saints difbant att _ 
Run Arm in Arm the Path of Liſe. 


nk a fie e 
a on Trl 
Tagr Heart is Harder than a See 2 
That riſes up to play, 
And ne'er with Sorrow an upon 
The Sins of Veſterday; * 
The laſt Night's False well might . 
If they were duly ſcann'd, 
Each Rock, each Sinner's Heart to ach, 
For Saints are 5 tann'd. 
fs!) 


1 


« jj .., , 
ar, 


. 
Ah. Lord! Thov ſeeſt my frozen Heart," 
How Little, Little 87 
I owe thee All, ſcarce pay thee Part; 
Drop Sos from r 
If thou withhold a little Space, 
Withhold not very long; 


Send down the melting Dews x of Grace, 
I'll fend thee Ty a. ug. Fiel. 


III. 2 

Make my. Heart 1 — ſofter gin, 
Me like thy mourning Do“: V/V + 
I mourn, becauſe I cannot mourn; As 
But, Lord, thou know'ſt 1 . 
Make. my Heart ſofter, ſofter ſtill, 
That by thy gracious Hand | 
A deep Impreſſion may be made, 8 
Even from che leaſt Command. weg 


3 b. m1 J 
I 


avi. pan bel, 5 
I. 


SOUL that's burden'd with the Weight 
Of Sin that on him lies, 
Muſt go to GoL.coTHA, then alk, 
For whom that Saviour dies? 
Surely, for Sinners, ſuch as I, 
That precious Blood was ſp ile ; : 
Come, poor defiled Souls, 0 come, 


And waſh away your Guilt. 
ew 4 , ' . Y 1 


nsr 
When Jeſus calls, ſhall Sinners fear? 
Tho' thou was Satan's Slave. 
The. Saviour's Voice ſhalb ever chear, 
Whoſe Errand was to fave: : | 


ERIE. 


He once appear d to MaAcDALEN,/ hn 0.1 
When blinded with her Tears, wm 2 YO 
To lead on others to believe, viStols Aas 1 y.M 
And caſt away their Fears. S101) CEC 453 DIES 
III. 3 
My Sins are gro. ſo Hi nie „chat they” 0-17 Ee * 


Deſerve a 1econd Flt i n 
Behold the Deluge! Cal eee 0 20. 
To drown then in his Bloot?: | 
My Work is to believe on himm O07 
By Faith his Blood apply ; j; 
When Faith takes out the fiery Sang. ther) * 4 
- JON ſhall not die. 


IV. 
Lord, Satan ſays, my Sins are e 
And ſpread before thy Face; SY 
Vaſt Heights indeed; but what ate wen 
Unto the Heights of Graben 1: find) bot 


oO £5919 as ) ll! 0 
Hint! 4 4 | 


XXIX. Ar Univerſal Obedience, ; je 168 


7 


1. 285010 VIII 11 
ORD, thou haſt land me a Vine 
In fertile Soil and Air 

Nom tend and Water me as thine, A Vogt) 

Make me thy daily Care: ”* Wy 
My Chriſt, I'm wholly thine, direct 

My wand'rin in the Dark: 
O may my conſtant Aims. be Wa 

Thine Honour be the Marx. 


Al. 
I hes obſerv'd thy ſacred Laws 
To be exceeding wide, | 
is me ot from the leaſt of them Re 
Turn 9 _ ka Tor, 


4 : 


ow 


3 PENITENTIAL. - 

Lind. let thy Ward, apd Spirit guide 9 
Thy Servant in thy way ; HY IE OY 

May I walk cloſely with my Hoe. = | 
And turn no more aſtray... ,,.. 


x III. N 
Shall S1MoN; bear thy Crofs alone, 
And other Saints be free? 1 
Each Saint of thine-ſhall find his OY 
And there is one for me: 5 re 
Whene'er it falls unto my Lot, i Ai 
Let it not drive me from 
My God, let me ne er be forget e nd 14 
Till thou haſt lov'd me home. i 


IW. 

O happy Chriſtians,” be nor- lothb 
Io have a coarſer Fare; da 
Saints thas haye had no Table-clath Adio fro 
Had Chriſt at Dinner there: ds Gin 

To do or ſuffer I am pleas'd, | 
So long as Chrift ſtands by; 
Support He with thy conſtant a 
L eſt all thy l die, 


* 


97 ren wn ATE | 2288 | 
Thy Way is to the Upright Sucher N 
Lord, make it ſo to me, 109 


That never tiring with the Lengths 
My 255 may reach to Thee. 


XXX. . Sinner $ 10 for quickeniug Gi 


HE Spouſe ſought ol beloved Que. 

But 2 him on her Bed; 
Scldom ſuch Seekers ſpeed with God ; E 
H Prayers are counted dead, | ang 


CR? TY F 
* ey Tae" 
| | nne Nog. 719 A CO 
Thy Saints * a lively F ame, AT 

Run cheerfully to Gd; e os 
Their Heav'nly Praiſes ſhew the ſame - fit 2 
Whilſt Pm a lifeleſs Clod. . eg 
Ah, Lord, ſhall it be ever thus 
. == I no Wings for Thee? . 
t grieves me to go bowing down, 


1. dd other Chriſtians fle. it © FF? f 


II. "I 
None can remedy this but thou 1 
Drop down the Oil of Love, 
My Soul then like AuIx ADA, 
With ſwift Delight ſhall move : 
O come to me with quick'ning Grace, 
Remove this drowſy Frame; | 
Then ſhall the Fire of Love within F 
Break out into a Flame. | It. i 


Laar 
come, come to me, O come, and bet 1 
My Soul upon the Wing; FF 
When I upon the Mountain get, 
I'll praiſe my Heav'nly King: 
No more Delays, O come and blow, 
Stir up thy Grace begun; , en 
When thou doſt breathe, thy Spices 8 
The Work goes kindly on. 9 


— — . 


XXXI.— Fur N with God: + 
ALAS, my God, Dis we Would be 


Such Strangers to each other! 
O that as Friends we might agrec, 


And walk and talk together! 1. 


16 PENSTENTHAL 
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Thou n my Sou "ol dearly love 

The Place of thine: Abdde 5 voss emice villh 
No Muſic drops ſo ſweet a Sound. 

As theſe 5 * dN } 


1 "17. i b 
J long not for the Fruit that grows 4/0. 
Within theſe Gardens nare 2 
I find no ſweetneſs in their Roſe | 
When Jeſus is not near: 
Thy gracious Preſence, . O my chin, 
Can make a Paradiſe; 
Ab, what are all the goodly Pearls © 
Unto this Pearl of Price. SA 


Con 1 e 
May I taſte that Communion, Land... | | 
Th People have with thee? 
Thy Spirit daily talks with them, 
O let it talk with me: 
Like Enocn, let me walk with God, 
And thus walk out my Day, 
Attended with the Heav'nly Guards, 
Upon the King's e 


IV. 
When wilt den e come unto me, Lord? a 
O come, my Lord moſt dear; ad 
Come near, come nearer, nearer ſtill; - 
I'm well when thou art near. | 
When wilt thou come unto me, Lord? | 
I languvith for thy Sight; 5 
Ten Thouſand Suns, i thou art ag. 
Are i: inſtead af Light. 


V. 1 ! Th 4 
When wilt N come unto me, Lord? | 
„0 by thou doſt appear, © 1 count 


2 
33 


| CRT S 
—F—ä ͤ  — — — 
count each Moment for a Der, 
Each Minute for a Year : | 
Come, Lord, and never from me 
This World's a darkſome Place; 
I] find no Pleaſure here below,  - 
When thou doſt veil thy Face. 


VI. 
There s no ſuch Thing as Pleaſure 0 
My Jeſus is my all : 
As thou doſt thine, or diſa 
My Pleaſures riſe and fall: 
Come ſpread thy Savour on my Frame, 
No Sweetnefs is fo ſweet; | 
Till I get up to fing thy Name, 
Where all thy Singers meet. 


—O — — 
XXVXII. N | 


I HAD a Lord, but ah he's gone, 
And left my troubled Soul alone: 


Him I purſue with begging Eyes ; 
Alas, he diſregards my Cries. 


W - 
I bid my Sighs my Griefs declare, 
He counts my Sighs for empty Air; 
So like a wither” F Flower ! mourn ; 


Nor can look up "till he return. 
| 225 III. 
O thou lov'd Object of my Soul, 
Thou, my Phyſician. make me whole; 


Thoſe whom thy Abſence makes to grieve, 


Thy Preſence only can . 


* 
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PENITENTIAL 


( el 
Sure Sin's the Cauſe; but tho' it be, 
Thou pitieſt Jirers,: pity me; 
Lord, f have read thy Blood was ſpilt 
To waſh away the Sinner's Guilt. 


If every Sin was Guilt * Blood, | 
And I mark'd out for Vengeance ſtood, 
I'd run, and to the Saviour kneel ; | 
The Saviour knows what Sinners feel. 


VI. 
My pitying Friends would yield Content 
To me thus loſt in Baniſhment; _ 
None but my Lord can caſe my Pain, 
All other Helpers help in vain. 


GD =D 


XXXIII.—ITbe Lord's Day. 
As Pſalm 100. 


5 I. 
' 1 ſpread'ſt a weekly Table, Lord, 
Where Souls may banquet on thy Word; 
Whilſt Means in plenty we enjoy, 
Let not our Souls be parch'd and dry. 


II. 
We wait here at BRTHESDA's Pool, 
Thoſe Waters which refreſh and cool; 
We wait, whoſe Souls are ſcorch'd with Sin, 
O come, dear Saviour, help us in. , 


III. 
| Thy Power and thy Grace 64 
Be thou amongſt us on thy Day ; 
That Sinners may obſerve thy Call, 
And/num'rous Converts 1 to thee fall. That 


— 


CRIES. - 
That thoſe who do thy Footſteps trace, 
May find all Sweetneſs in thy Grace; 
O, may they never more complain, 


That they have ſought their God in vain. | 


V. 
Thy People at thy Footſtool lie, 
Behold us with a gracious Eye; 
O let our Souls with Jeſus meet, 
Our Fellowſhip with him be ſweet. 


VI. 
Among thy People here am I: 
Lord, let me not be paſſed by; _ 
May this poor Soul with Triumph fay, 
I've ſeen my deareſt Lord To-day. 


1 II. 
I fit within thy Temple Shade, 
O let thy Preſence make me glad; 
Love me, my Lord, or elſe I die, 
Thy Love alone can ſatisfy. 


GC 


| | I. 
MN Life's a Sigh, a Groan, a Cry, 

Looks up, and then begins to die; 
Death ſteals upon us while we're green, 
Behind us digs a Grave unſeen. 


2 II. | 
But Oh, how free a Mercy's this, 
That Death's a Portal into Bliſs ! 
While yet the Body's ſcarce undreſt, 
The Soul is ſlipt into its Reſt } 
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Cavuſt thov, my Soul, go off ſo ſoon ? 


95 © PENITENTIAL. 
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— "I 
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III, 


My Soul! Death ſwallows up thy Fears; 
Thy Grave-clothes dry off all thy Tears; 


Why ſhould we fear this parting Pain, 
Who die that we may - again ? 


Who walk below in Liebt and Love, 
Are ſure to live with Chriſt above; 
A Boſom Heaven will afford, 

To thoſe that live upon the Lord. 


V. 
O how the Reſurrection Light, 


Will clarify Believers“ Sight ! 
How joyful will the Saints ariſe, 
And rub the Duſt from off their. Eyes] 


My Soul, my Body, I will truft 
With him who numbers every Duſt; 


My Saviour faithfully will keep 


His own; for Death is but a Sleep. 


XXXV.— Another. 
= 
D ſteals upon us unawares, 
And dig s a Grave unſeen, 
Whilſt we di are full of Cares, 
What may be, what has been; 


Shall I be bent on Vanity 


And Rottenneſs to truſt, 
Till Death ſhall lay his Hands on me, 
And crumble me to Duſt. 


II. 
What if my Sun ſhould ſet at Noon? 


If Death ſhould call To-day, 


Haſt thou no Scores to pay. 


Behold 


d 


- CRTES. 
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| Behold my E how quick * * 


How near lam my Goal; 
Let not my Body be undreſs'd;; 
Till thou haſt drels'd my Soul, 
III. 
That at the Trumpet's Sound I may 
Spring from my duſty Bed: 
Rejoicing at the Voice chat calls, 
Ariſe, come forth, ye dead. 
Lord, give me Patience if I lie 
Upon a Dying-Bed ; 
O let my Saviour ſtanding by, 
Support my weary Head. 
Iv. 
Support my weak and tott'ring Faith 
Whilſt diſmal Fears annoy ; 
My 100 gel be my ſweet defence; 
Jeſus, be my Joy. 
Bleſt Advocate, do thou not fail 
At this Time to appear; 
O let my ſhaken Faith prevail, 
My Evidence be mw 


My Soul in thy ſweet Hands I truſt ; 
Now can I ſweetly ſleep, 
My Body falling to the Duſt, 
I leave with thee to keep. 
(= Cnnnin CoD 


XXXVI.—Pſalm LXIII. 8. 


« My Soul ne. bard after thee. 


v GOD, my God, my Light, my Los, 


Mine All in All to me, 
Wilt thou a gracious Father prove 
To Souls that hang on Thee ? 


1 


* 


9 


* 
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II. | 
My God, my God, my Light, my Love, 
F or thee I thirſt alone; | 
The ſweeteſt Waters upon Earth, 
My Soul accounts as none. 


III. 


My God, my God, my Light, my Love, 


Mine only, only Friend, 
I ſeck, I long, I look for thee, 
Why wilt chou not attend 


IV. 

My God, my God, my Light, my Love, 
O whither art thou gone |! 

Either be near unto me here, 


Or lift me to thy Throne, 


V. 


My God, my God, my Light, my Love, 
Canſt thou that Soul forlake, 

That follows thee with reſtleſs Cries, 

Longing to overtake ? 


VI. 
My God, my God, my Light, my Love, 
Thy Child intreats thy Stay ; 
Father, ſhall not thy Bowels move? 
O turn and look this Way. 


VII. 
My God, my, God, my Light, my Love, 
Come. come, with me abide ; 
Rejoice me with thy Preſence, Lord, 
I know no Joy beſide. 


CRIES.)  _— 


6 
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5 VIII. 
My God, my God, my Light, my Love, 
Hear thou my mournful Cry: 
He hears, he hears me from above, 
He will not ſee me die. 


—— W_———WW b 


XXXVII—Pſalm Lxxxvi. 
Done by Mr. J. K. 


I. 
EAR, hear me, Lord, for I am poor, 
And ſeek Salvation at thy Door; 
Bow down thy gentle Ear to me, 
Who am oppreſs' d with Miſery. 


BY 8 
Save me, my God, for I am thine, 
Thy Touch hath made my Heart Divine; 
Save me, my God, to whom I flee, 


Who have none other Gods but Thee, 


III. 
Let * come from God on High, 
The Object of my daily Cry; 
I daily knock, I daily wait, 
For — s Alms, at Mercy s Gate. 


3 
God of all Comfort, give a Dole 
Of Comfort to thy Servant's Soul : 
For this my Soul "doth bend her Knee, 
And ſtretch her craving Hands to 1 


V. 
Thou, Lord, art Good, and thou doſt ſtand 
Wich ſealed Pardons in thy Hand; 
O how the Dews of Mercy fall, | 
And anſwer at thy Peoples Call. R 
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It ne'er was writ, Here lieth One, 
Dy'd at the Foot of Mercy's "Throne ; 
Lord, hearken to my bumble Cries, 
And let them 1ound above the Skies. 


8 Part the Second, 


- ; ki 
1 HAVE a God, to whom I may 
Reſort with Freedom any Day; 
F'il ſeck him when J am in Pain, 
I'm ſure to hear from him again. 


And when my Soul ſhall_ynderſtand 
The Comfort of his curing Hand, 
Then ſhall I ſing, QO happy Rod. 
That brought me nearer to my Gad. 


| | | At 
What are thoſe Gods whom Folly feigns, 
"Thoſe Creatures of diſtemper'd Brains? 
What are thoſe Dunghill Gods before 
The Mighty God whom I adore ? 


IV. 
O King of Nations, Lord of All, 
Before Thee ſhall all Nations fall; 
And every Language ſhall confeſs 
Thy glorious Everlaſtingneſs. | 


| | v | 
For thou art Great beyond Compare, 
Thy Works amazing Wonders are; 
To God alone all Glory be, 
There is none other God but He. 


— 
- 
- 


Lord, 


CRIES. 


VI. 
Lord, guide me in thy ſecret Way, 
With ſdech a Guide I {hall not ſtray ; 
Bring me into an Heavenly Frame, 
Unite my Heart to fear thy Name. 


VII. 


My Lord, my God, my Heart ſhall praiſe 


And glorify thee all my Days; 
Thy Mercy to me doth excell, 
I am a Brand ſnatch'd out of Hell, 


Part the Third. - | 


85 Sons of Pride iſ me riſe, 
Fierce Atheiſts are mine Enemies : 


They fear not God, they love not me, 
My Comfort is their Miſery. 


| IT. 
They mark me for their common Foe, 
And jointly plot my Overthrow ; 
But thou, my Lord, doſt take my Part, 
Thou, Lord, a God of Bowels art. 


III. 
Thou art moſt ſwift to Acts of Grace, 
But unto Wrath of ſloweſt Pace: 
Iby Mercy and thy Truth abound, 
This is Faith's everlaſting Ground. 


TV, 
Whilſt God i is Merciful and true, 
I am both ſafe and happy too; 
I cannot fall, who lean upon 
The Pillars of the higheſt Throne. 
"5 = | O 


O leave 
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11 V. 

O leave me not, who follow Thee, 
Let Mercy look on Miſery; 
Save, Lord, for Thee I do adore, 
As did my Mother heretofore. 


VI. 
ies, Lord, one born within thy Houſe, 
A Child of Prayers, and Tears, and Vows; 
Mine Eyes expect ſome happy Sign, | 
To tell my Soul that thou art mine. 


VIL. 
Me with Salvation's Walls encloſe, 
To the Confuſion of my Foes, | 
That they with bluſhing may confeſs, 
ye cannot curſe whom God doth bleſs. 


VIII. 
We cannot catch, whom God will have; 
We cannot hurt, whom God will ſave; 
We cannot touch his ſmalleſt Limb; 
We Curſe ourſelves, 0 Curſing him. 
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The SONG of * SONGS, | 


WHICH IS 


© SOLOMON. © 
Firſt turned, then paraphraſed in Engliſh Verſe. 


28 


The Verſion.— Chap. I. 
V. 1. Fhe Song which doth all Songs excel, 


Written by SOLOMON, 
The wiſeſt King of ISRAEL, 
And bletled Davip's Son. 


. (DIALOGUE.). 
be Church to Chrift. 


2. OM near, come nearer yet, and move 
Thy ſweeteſt Lips to mine: 
For why ? Thy Love (who art all Love) 
' Exceeds the richeſt Wine. 


3. Like to an Ointment poured out 

Is thy ſweet Name and Favour; 
Glad Virgins compaſs thee about 

For thy good Ointment's Savour. _ 


4. O draw me with thy Cords of Love! 
We will run after Thee; 
The King into his Rooms above 
Hath now conducted me. 
Thy Beams will make our Faces ſhine, 
In thee we will rejoice ; - 
5 Love is more to us than Wine, 
Thou art the Nen s Choice. . 
110 U 8: 1: qi an 
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5. ve — 2 of JERUSALEM, 
Tho' I am Black, yet Fair; 

Like KADAR's Tents, like Ornaments, 
Which SoLoMoN's Bed doth wear. 


6. Look not with a diſdainful Eye 
Upon my Sun- burnt Face; 

My Mother's Children rag'd at me, 
And wrought me much Difgrace. 

Such was their Envy, ſuch their Grudge, 
Their Vines muſt be inſpected; : 
Whilſt at their Vines I was their Drudge, 

Mine own were quite neglected. 


7. But, O thou whom my Soul doth love ! 
Tell me now from thy Breaſt, 

Where feeds thy Flock of Where doth it move) 
Where is its Noon -Tide Reſt ? 

Why ſhould I ſtray, and loſe my. Wiſe 
Till I at Jaſt do fal! 

Among thy Fellows Flocks, as they 

| Themſelves do proudly call? 


. 
8. O faireſt Fair! Then go and trace 
The Footſteps of my Sheep, 
And feed the Kids beſide the Place 
Where my good Shepherds keep. 


9. My Love, I have compared Thee 
0 fre” EGVPTIAN Mares, | 
Which in King Puaraon's Chariots flee ; 

0 F aireſt of all Fairs! 


10. Thy Cheeks are comely to behold, 
Which Rows of Jewels deck; 

Large Chains of pure and ſhining Gold, 

Alon thy Royal Neck. | 11. 1 
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. and m „ Father we will FI 
1 of Gold for thee, - 
With Silver-Studs for thy dear Sake, 
That thou may'ſt richer be. 


The Church. 


12. The King doth at his Table fit, 
And I that love him well, 

Do pour my Spikenard on his Feet, 

Which gives a fragrant Smell. 


13. My Well-beloved is to me 
A Pomander of Myrrh; 
Betwixt my Breaſts of Night ſhall he 
Be lodg'd anc never ſtir. 


14. My Well-beloved is to me 
Like aromatick Wines; 
Like Cluſters of the Camphire Tree 
Among ExN-OEDI Vines. 


Cbri ift. 
15. Lo! thou art Fair, my only Love; 
My Love, lo! thou art Fair ; 


Thou art my Love, thou art my Dove, 
Doyes' Eyes in thee appear. 


IT be Church. 
16. Nay, my Beloved, thou art Fair, 
My Fairneſs is from Thee; 


And thou art ſweet beyond compare: 
What a Green Bed have we! 


17. The Beams are Cedars where we dwell, 
So ſtrong they will not ſtir; 
The Rafters ſend a pleaſant Smell, 
For they are made of Fir. 
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The Paraphraſe.— Chap. I. 


1. Now will I fing, of Chriſt the King, 
And of his Church the Queen, 
This Song of Songs to them belongs, 
Where their pure F l are ſeen. 


(DIALOGUE.) 


The Church to Chriſt. ' 


** my dear Saviour's Love appear 
By ſome aſſuring Sign ? 
Thou, Lord, my fainting Soul doth chear 
When thou ſay'it, Jam thine. 
Let others on their Dainties feed, 
And drink the richeſt Wine; 
My Feaſt doth all the Feaſts exceed, 
When thou ſay'ſt, I am thine. 


3- Thy Word which ſounds thy ey Fame, 
And Fac good thou haſt been, 

Doth ſo revive, that for. the ſame 
Souls love Thee, tho' unſeen ; 

Souls of an Heav'nly Make and Frame, 
The joyful Heirs of Grace, 

Do taſte ſuch Sweetneſs in thy Name, 
They Rs to ſee thy Face. 


4. Fain would I, but I cannot move, 
Sin hath enfeebled me; | 

O draw me with the Cords. of Love, 
I will run after Thee. | 

Thou hear'ſt, thou draw'ſt, I come, I come, 
Thy Love (my God) is ſweet ;_ 


Thy 
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Thy Preſence- Chamber is the Room 
Where Souls and Joys do meet. 
Our earthly Pleaſures we forget, 
To think upon thy Love. 
All upright Souls their Minds do ſet 
On thee, my Lord above. 


5. Tho' I to Strangers black do ſeem, 
And under Foot am trod ; 

Vet am I fair in Heav'n's Eſteem, 

I am-the Houſe of God. 


6, O do not ſcorn my outward State! 
Ye know not what's within : 
Whom God doth love, how dare you hate? 
My Saviour hides my Sin; 
Profeſt Church Members ſhould have brought 
Some Comfort to my Mind; 
But did they treat me as they ought? 
Alas! They prov'd unkind, | 
Their Anger did my Words controul, 
They bow'd me to their Will: 
And ſo my own immortal Soul 
Declin'd and fared ill. 


7. Pity my tempted State, O Lord! 
Whom ſtill 1 do adore ; | 

O bring me home! By thy good eco. 
My lapſed Soul reſtore: _ 

Since, Lord, thy Mercy ſtall abides, | 
Shall I be loſt among | * 

Falte Flocks, falſe Doctrines, and falſe Guides, 
Which do thine Honour wrong ? 


3 
$8. My Church, to me the World is Droſs, 
And thou a Pearl of Price; | And 


. 


* 
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And art thou ſtray'd, and at a Loſs? 
Attend to my Advice: 6 
Look back upon my Church of otd, 
And mark which Way they went; 


And let thy Childrens' Eyes behold 


The Paſtors I have ſent. 


. A6 PHAraon's Horſes (EGyeT's Pride) 

Are deem'd the choiceſt breed; l 
So thou, my Church, my F aireſt Bride, 

All Fair Ones doſt exceed. | 


10. Man's Eyes thy outward State behold, 


Mine Eyes are on thy Heart : 
Whilſt others ſhine with Pearl and Gold, 


Through Grace thou lovely art. 


11. My Soul that loves Thee is fo glad 
Thy Stock of Grace to ſee, 

I and my Father we will add 
A new Supply to Thee. 


The Chitrch. , 
12. My King doth fit in Heav'n above, 
Where An agels do attend ; 
And from below my Faith and Love 
Shall to my King aſcend. 


13. My Faith aſcends unto the Lord, 
A brings him down to me; 

My Love a Boſom doth afford, 
Where he ſhall lodged be. 

O the ſweet Time, as if I was 
Reigning in Heaven above, 

When once my Soul doth Chriſt embrace 
In Arms of Faith and Love ! 


14. It 


* 
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t4. It is 10 ſweet, when we do meet, 

My Joys in Chriſt exceed 
The ſweeteſt Smells, aud Taſtes, and Sights 
Which can our Senſes feed. 


Chriſt. 


15, My deareft Church, I do admire. 
The Beauties of thy Mind, 

So meek, ſo harmleſs, ſo entire, 
So faithful and 1o kind. 


The Church. 


16. My deareſt Lord, thou art the Sun, 
By whole bright Beams I ſhine ; 

And then my Glory firſt begun 
When thou becameſt mine: 

Since thou art mine, and I am thine, 
A num'rous Race do flow 

In every Place, which to thy Grace 
Their Birth and Being owe. . 


17. The dear Aſſemblies of thy Saints, 
Where thou, my Lord, doth dwell, 

Are ſweet and pure, and ſhall endure 
AY the Gates of Hell. 


dof — — 029 


The Verſion. —Chap. II. 


. Chriſt. | 
'# I AM the Roſe of Snazon Field, 
I am the Lily White, 
The Lily which the Vallies yield, 


Jam both tweet and bright. | 
$3 P 2. What 


- 
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2. What are Thorns in th' Account of Men, 
Unto the Lily bright ? 
What are the faireſt Daughters when 

My Love appears in fight ? 


The Cburcb. 


3. What are the common Trees o'th” Wood 
Unto the Apple-Tree ? 
What is the rich and nobleſt Blood, 
My lovely Lord, to Thee ? | 
I fat rejoicing in Times paſt 
Under his cooling Shade : 
His Fruit was ſweet unto my Taſte, 
O what a Feaſt I made ! 


4. Unto his Cellars ſtor'd with Wines 
He caus'd me to remove ; 
Over my Head abroad he ſpread 
The Banner of his * 


5. Give "PAO for a Cordial, 
Bring Apples me to ehear; 
For I am ck. I faint, I fall, 
I languith for my Dear, 


6. His Left- hand underneath my Head 
For my Support is plac'd : | 

His Right-hand over me is ſpread, 
And thus I am embrac'd, 


7. O SAluu's Daughter * you I charge, 
Both by the Roe and Hind, 
Ye do not move nor ftir my Love, 


Until it be his Mind. 


8. My 
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8. My Well- beloved' s Voice of Joy 
My Heart with Comfort fills ; 

He comes leaping on Mountains high, 
And ſkipping on the Hills, 


9. My Well- beloved comes in Haſte, 
Like the ſwift-footed Roe; 

Nay, my Beloved flees ſo faſt, 
Younz Hart did never ſo. 

Behind our Wall, 10! he doth and, 
He's at our 88 ſeen; 

He ſhews himſelf ſo near at Hand, 
There's not a Grate between. : 


10. I gladly heard his gracious Tone, 
Who thus to me did lay, 

Riſe up, my Love, my Faireſt One, 
Make-haſte and come away. 


11. 'The Seaſon of the Year invites, 
The Winter's gone and paſt ; 
| Behold a Spring of new Delights! 
No Rain nor ſtormy Blaſt. 


12. The Flowers upon the Earth appear, 
The Birds begin to ſing; 
The People of our Land do hear 
The Turtles murmuring. 


13. Green Figs upon their Trees are grown, 
Young Grapes their Smells diſplay ; 

Riſe up, my Love, my Faireſt One, 
Make haſte and come away. 


14. O my Fair Dove, whoſe Fairneſs dwells 
In dark Obſcurity, 
In cloven Rocks, and ſecret Cells, | 
Come ſhew thyſelf to me. DO ler 
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O let thy Face to me appear, 
Let thy Voice anſwer mine; 
Thy Voice is Muſic to mine Ear, 
Thy Countenance doth ſhine. 


Catch us the Foxes in a Toll, 
The little Foxes catch, 
For they our fruitful Vine do ſpoil, 
Their tender Grapes they ſnatch. 


16. My Well, beloved he is mine, 
And I am his indeed ; 


In Paſtures which with Litke ſhine, 


He makes his Flock to feed. 


17. Till the Day break, and. Shades — 
Beloved, haſte to me; | 
Even as the Roe and tender Hart 
On BeTHEr Mountains flce. 


—ͤ 
The Paraphraſe.— Chap. II. 


Chriſt. 


UCH is the Power of my ſweet Love, 
My Church it ſweeteneth: 

It ſweetens Earth and Heav'n above 
It ſweetens Life and Death. | 
Such is the Beauty of my Face, J 

'Tis with ſuch Glories crown'd, 
That SoLomox's Glory muſt give place 

To what ſhines me around. 
As Lilies in the Vallies grow, 

So I the Vallies own; + 
The Humble are my Heav'n below, 

1 * Lowly are wy Throne. we 
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2. No comely Perſons can I ſee 
But whom my Grace adorns ; 

My Church a Lily is to me, ; 
And all the reſt are Thorns. | 


The Church. 


3. None but a Jeſus, none but He ! 
He 1s the chiefeft Good ! 

My Jeſus is an Apple-Tree, 
The others barren Wood. 

He is the Shadow from the Heat | 
Of Conſcience, Wrath and Hell; i 

He is true Manna, Heav'nly Meat, 
Which feeds his ISRAEL. 

The Shadow of his Sacraments 
Hath been exceeding good ; 

Under that Shade a Feaſt I made 
Upon his Fleſh and Blood. 


4. My Chriſt is like a Cellar ſtor'd 
With ſweet and precious Wine, 
What Sweetneſs found I in my Lord, 
When he ſaid, I am thine ! 

As Soldiers to their Colours ſtand, 
And after them do move; 

So doth my deareſt Lord command, 
And draw me by his Love. 


5. Nothing but Glory can ſuffice 
The Appetite of Grace ; 

I long for Chriſt with reſtleſs Eyes, 
1 languiſh for his Face. 
O take me up and let me ſup 

On Promiſes Divine; 

Thoſe Apples from the Tree of Life, 
Thoſe Flaggons full of Wine. 
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6. How am = n whilſt ſick of e 
In thoſe bleſt Hands of his? 
His Left my Soul's Support doth prove, 
His Right my Comfort is. | 


7. And whilſt his Love doth r me enflame, 
Hear, What a Charge I give | | 
All ye that own his Sacred Nama, 

Do not his Spirit grieve: 
He is all Love, he is my Love, 
O do not him abuſe ; 
Do not again put him to Pain, 
Dear Chriſtians, turn not Jews : 
Lord, leave us not; yet if thou wilt, 
With Tears we'll own thy Right ; 
But a Departure forc'd by Guilt, 
. Makes a tempeſtuous Night. 


8. My deareſt Saviour's Voice I hear, 
He comes on my Account ; 

Nothing can ſtop his full Career, 
No, not Corruption's Mount. 


My Lord makes haſte from Heav'n to Earth, 


And he himſelf preſents 
To Men of a polluted Birth, 
By Words and Sacraments 
Tho' like a Wall, our frail Eſtate 
Prevents a perfect Sight; 
Yet through his Ordinances grate, 
Dart in ſome Beams of Light. 


10. My Lord to me did thus begin, 
Ariſe, my Love, and flue 
From World, Fleſh, Satan, Self and Sin, 


O come away to me 


11 Time 
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11. Time was when thou waſt cold and dead, 

An Heir of Wrath thou waſt, 

And Vengeance-Storms hung o'er thy Head, 
But thole fad Days are paſt. 


12. The Flowers of Grace begin to ſpring 
In Thee fo hopefully, 
That all the Heav'nly Choir doth fing, 


GLoRY To Gob ox HIGH. 


13. My Church, thou art my tender a] 
My Dews have nouriſh'd Thee; - 
Now thou art mine, now thou muſt grant 
Thy Fruit, thyſelf to me. 


14. My heartleſs Dove, why doſt thou _ 
And "hide thyſelf from me ? 
Thou know'ſt not how I love a Saint, 
How welcome thou ſhould'ſt be : 
Come, come, before thy Lord appear, 
Thy Perſon joys my Sight; 
Let me thy Prayers and Praiſes hear, 
Thy Voice 1s my Delight. 


15. Ye Men of God, whoſe rt it 1s 
In God's Courts to attend ; 
Reſtrain thoſe Enemies of bis 


Which do his Church offend. 


16. Mine, through my Faith, is my dear Lord, 
His, through his Love, am I; 

He feeds his People with his Word; 
Which taſtes moſt pleaſantly. 


17. He feeds them with his Word of Grace, 
Till glorious Day appears; 

Which all the Shades away ſhall chaſe, 

Of Sins, and FI and Fears. Come 
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Come Love, come E come that long Day, ä 
My earneſt Expectation, 
Shovel theſe Days out of the Way, 
Theſe Hills of Separation. 
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The Verſion. Chap: III. 


The Church. 


1. HY whom my Soul doth love, 1 ſought 
By Night upon my Bed; 
I ſovght wt but J found him not, 
My Soul's Delight was fled. 


2. And ſlug I here, I now ariſe, 
And go — the Town ; 

I] ſearch the Streets and broader Ways 
Until I find my own. 

Up did I get, and out I went, 

My Devel to regain 3 

But when I had my Labour ſpent, 

Alas! It was in vain. | 


3. The City-Watch did light on me, 
Of whom Il did enquire, 

In any Street, pray did ye ſee 
The Man whom I admire ? 


4. Twas but a little while that 1 
Had from the Watch-men paſs'd, 
But I did find my only Joy, 
And then I held him faſt l 
J held, and would not let him go, 
Till I had brought him home 
Into my Mother's Houſe, and fo 
Into my Native Room. 
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5. O Sabres s Daughters, you I en 
Both by the Roe and Hind, 

Ye do not move nor wake my Love 
Until it be his Mind. | 


The Daughters of Teruſalem. 


6. What ſmoaky Pillar ſtrait from hence, 
Out of that Detart riles, 


Perfum'd with Myrrh an Frankincenſe, 


And all the Merchant's Spices ? 


The Church. 


7. Such Ornaments his Bed do grace 
As SoLoMoNn's Bed commend, 
Where Threeſeore Men of ISR AEL's Race 
His valiant Guards attend. 


8. They all hold Swords couragioully, 
They all know how to fight: 

Each hath his Sword upon his Thigh, 
Becauſe of Fear 1'th' Night. 


6. The Chariot of King SoLomoNn, 
Which for himſelf had made, 

Was of the Wood of LEBANON, 
Which Silver Pillars had. 


10. Gold was the Bottom, and above 


Rich Purple cover'd it ; 
The Midſt whereof was pav'd with Love: 


For SALEM's Daughters fit, 


11. Look, Virgins, on King SOLOMON, 


His Crown ſo rich, ſo gay, 
- Wherewith his Mother crown'd him on 


His joyful Marriage-day. 


The 
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The Pariphitaſe. —Chap. III. 


The Cburcb. 
NCE did I ſeek my deareſt Lord, 
But with a fleepy Mind; 
His Preſence he did not afford : 
Slack Seckers cannot find. 


2. Shall I, ſaid I, forego my Chriſt, 
And ſo cloſe up mine Eyes ? 
No, no, he was ſo dearly miſt, 
I could not but ariſe. 
My Bed was Thorns, no Bed for me, 
Nothing could give me Reſt, 
Till I my deareſt Lord might ſee, 
And lean upon his Breaſt : 
When private Means could not prevail, 
In public I him fought; 
I waited till my Eyes did fail; 
Alas! I found him not. 


3. God's holy Watchmen did me find, 
Of whom I did enquire, 
Pray, can you help my troubled Mind, 
Which doth a Chriſt defire ? 
O happy Stars, if ye might be 
My Guides to Jeſus now ! 
Seers, did ye my Saviour ſee? 
Pray tell me where and how? 
Means muſt be us'd, but cannot heal 
Without a Sov'reien Word; 
Chriſt only can himſelf reveal, 
And ſtill I lack'd my Lord. 


4. One dark Hour more I did ſuſtain, 
And then the Night was palt ; 
Tho! I had fought 15 long in vain, 
I found my Lord at aft 


I ſought 
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1 8 my Link by held him faſt, 
And would not let him part; 
My new-found Jeſus I enbrac'd, 
And lodg'd him in my Heart: 
I would not loſe my Chriſt again, 
And gain a ſecond Hell; 
My Prayers and Tears did bim conſtrain 
Within my Soul to dwell ; 
As Clouds are pierc'd with powerful Light, 
His Beams through me did thine ; 
His dear Aſſemblies ſaw this Sight, 
And joy'd that Chriſt was mine. 


5. Chriſt's Love my Heart doth 0 ename, 

This Charge I needs muſt give, 
All.ye that own his Sacred Name, 

Do not his Spirit grieve, 

He is all Love, he is my Love, 

O do not him abuſe! 

Do not again put him to Pain, 

Dear Chriſtians, turn not Jaws. 
Lord, leave us not; yet if thou wilt, 
With Tears we'll own thy Right; 
But a Departure forc'd by Guilt, 

Makes a tempeſtuous Night. 


Weak Ker 


6. What Heav' nly Souls from Earth ariſe 
And do at Heav'n aſpire ! 

They mount, they ſoar, they fix their Eyes 
On God their chief Defire. 

Earth's Wilderneſs they nobly ſcorn, 
Whilſt others rake for it; 

Heaven's Graces them do ſo adorn, 


That they for Heav'n are fit. 
| Qz 
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7. Admire not me, but my dear Lord, 
Whoſe Boſom gives me Reſt; 

Whole Angels watch with one Accord, 
That none ſhould me moleſt. 


8. Theſe Heav'nly Guards are full of E 
And ready do they ſtand, | 

For to defend his Chureh's Right, 
When he ſhall them command: 

When Darkneſs breeds tormenting 55 N 
Then Help comes from on High ; 


2A ſtrength' ning Angel doth appear 


Amidſt chat Agony. 


9. Heay'n is the high and glorious Throne 
Of my moſt glorious Lord ; 

Who yet on Earth rides up and down 
I'th* Chariot of his Word. 


10. His Word is rich, and ſtrong, and _w, 
As all his Saints do prove ; 

Who of its true Intent are ſure, 
And find, its Heart is Love. 


11. Go ye that own the higheſt Name, 
Behold a glorious Show, | | 

How the Almighty ſpreads his Fame, 
And what his Word can do! 


| This mighty King rides conquering, 


His Word goes forth with Might, 


Which wooes and wins the Slaves of Sin, 


Both by its Force and Light. | 
Thoſe Slaves their Helliſh Lords forſake, 
And Chriſt do humbly own; 
And as his Spouſe he them doth take, 


And. wears them as his Crown, Great 
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Great was their Need, greater his Love 
Than their Neceſlity | 

As well they may, mA do they prove, 
But not ſo glad as he. 4 


The Verſion. —Chap. IV. 


Chriſt. 
1. hab ! thou art . my only Love, 
My Love, lo! thou art Fair; 
Thine Eyes are like thoſe of the Dove, 
Within thy Locks of Hair. W 1 
Thy hairy Locks are like Goat's Flocks, ; 
Which from Mount GILEAD look: 


2. So are thy Teeth like well-ſhorn Sheep, 
Come from the Waſhing-Brook. 

They pregnant are as well as fair, 
For Fruits as well as View; 

For each of them her Twins doth bear, 


There's not a barren Ewe. 


3 Thy Lips are like a Scarlet-Thread, 
Thy Speech is ſweet and fine; 

Within thy Locks thy Temples Red 
Like broke Pomegrauates ſhine. 


4. Thy Neck is like to David's Tower, 
— built, and raiſed high; 


A Thouſand Shields for Men of Power, 
Hang on that Armoury. 


. Thy two Breafts are like two Voung Roes 
Well ſhap'd and well agreed; 

| For they are loving Twins, and thoſe 
Among the Lilies feed. 6. Until 
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6, Until he Day Ei) chis'd a away 
IT he Duſky Shades, I will 

Betake me to the Mount of Myrrh ; 
And to the Incenſe Hill. 


7. All over fair, my Love, thou art, 
And ſo thou ſeem'ſt to me; 

There is not one uncomely Part, 
Not one dark Spot in thee. 


8. Come, Love, with me from LEBANON, 
From LEBANON with me, 

Since thou and I are join'd in One 
Thy LEBANON Tl! be. | 

From SHENn1R's Top, from Hermon look, 
And from AMANA high, 

Thoſe Lions' DENS mult be forſook, 
And where the Leopards lie. 


9. My Spouſe, my Siſter, thou haſt gain'd 

A perfect Victory | 
Over my Heart by thy bright Chain, 
And by thy brighter Eye. 


10. How fair and pleaſant is thy Love, 
My deareſt Spouſe to me! 
O how I prize it far above 
The richeft Wines that be ! 
O how my Siſter's Ointments ſmell ! 
What Sweetneſs do they yield! 
This pleaſant Scent doth far excell 
The ſweet ARABIAN Field. 


Il. Thy Lips drop like the d 
There Milk with Honey flows; 

I ſmell the Smell of LER NON from 
The Garments of my Spouſe. 


12. My 


- 
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12. My Siſter and my Spouſe i is veil 'd #7 = 
That ſhe may be ſuppos'd : | , 
A Spring ſhut up, a Fountain ſeal'd, | 
A Garden well inclos'd. 5 | 


13. Thou haſt a pleaſant Nurſery, 
Where ſweet Pomegranates grow: - 
And Fruits which pleaſe both Taſte and Eye, 
There too the Spies — 


14. As Camphire, e calamus, N 
Saffron and Cinnamon, = 
Myrrh,. Aloes, and Incenſe Trees, | 
With each Spice of Renown. ; 


15. A Garden Fountain is my Love, 
A Living Well is ſhe, 
Like LEB'NON Streams which ſwiftly move, 
And down | to JORDAN flee. 


The Church. 
16. Am I a Garden? Then, O North, 


Awake and on it breathe ! « 

Thy quick'ning Breath will ſummon forth 
The Odours from beneath. 

Am Ja Garden? Then O South, 
Come, on this Garden blow ! 

One Sovereign Blaſt out of thy Mouth 
Will make its Spices flow. 

Then, then, into his Paradiſe 
Let my Beloved come, 

And eat his Fruits, and get his Spice, 
And. count himſelf at home. LE 
e 
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The Paraphraſe.—Chap. IV. 


1. Y deareſt Church, I do admire 
The Beauties of thy Mind, 

So meek, ſo harmleſs, ſo entire, 
So loyal and ſo kind. 
Ev'n thy Profeſſion I eſteem, 

Becauſe it ſprings from Grace, 
Which makes thee yet more comely ſeem, 
„As Hair adorns the Face. 


2. Thy Paſtors, which prepare thy Food, 
Do in their Minds agree: 

Their Lives and Doctrines both are good, 
And bring much Fruit to me. 


3. Thy Speech ſo ſeaſon'd is with Grace 
That many Hearts it moves ; 

And Grace's Colour in thy Face 
Its great Advantage proves. 


4. Thy Faith which joins thee to thy Head, 
Doth Shield thy inward Parts ; 

This Shield hath oft extinguiſhed 
The Devil's fiery Darts. 


5. The two Breaſts of thy Teſtaments 
Moſt friendly do accord; | 
With Nouriſhment and ſweet Content 
To new-born Babes aftord. | 
The Cries of a diſtreſſed Soul, 
| Theſe Breaſts of Comfort ſtill ; 
Thoſe Breaſts make 9 whom Sin makes ſad, 


Theſe Breaſts the Hungry fill. 
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6. The Word i is here the Church's Fare, 

And Faith the Church's Light, | 
Till Shades give way to Glory's Day, 

Then ſhall ſhe live by Sight; 

Mean while my gracious Preſence ſhall 
Her dear Aſſemblies fill; 

Her Prayers ſhall be moſt ſweet to me, 
Sweet as the Incenſe Hill. | 
Mean while my lorious Prefence ſhall 
Fill Heav'n, that Holy Ground, 

Where Cherubims and Seraphims 
Their Hallelujahs ſound. 


7, 8. My deareſt Church, how clear art thou, 
On whom no Sin remains! 

My Blood apply'd hath purify'd 
Thee from thy Guilts and Stains. 

Thou art to me as white as Snow; 
And tho' thou finneft ſtill, 

Grace keeps thee in, thou canſt not fin 

With full Confent of Will. 
Let my fair Glories thee entice 

Too come along with me; 

Forſake thine Earthly Paradiſe, 
Thy Paradife Pl be. | 

Birth, Pleaſures, Riches, Friends and Fame, + 
Are all ſumm'd up in me; 

O that thou knew'ſt how good I am ! 
Come now, and taſte, and ſee. 

This World's an howling Wilderneſs, 
Fill'd with the Beaſts of Prey : 

Whilſt that they rage, roar and oppreſs, 
On CAN AAN fix thine Eye. 


9. My Heav' n- born Spouſe, whom I embrace, 
My Joy and Crown thou art; 
R Thine 


as $ONGS OF 


„* 


aw A(t 


* 


1 


Thine Eye of Faith, thy Chain of Grace; 
Have overcome my Heart. | | 
10. My deareſt Spouſe of Heav'nly Birth. 
Thy Love is more to me 
That all the Pleaſures of the Earth, 
And ſweet thy Graces be. 


11. Thy Speeches in thy Heart are bred, 
And ſweetly do they flow ; 

Thy Works do ſuch a Savour ſpread, 
As Lz8'NoN Spices do. 


12. Diſguiſed to the World thou go'ſt, 
Heaven in a Myſtery ; 

To me thou ruan'ſt, to me thou flow ſt, 
None knows thy Worth but J. 

As thou art mine, ſo I am thine, 
My Love doth guard thy Heart ; 


Thy Heart's with me, my Love's with thee, 


My Church, how ſafe thou art! 


13, 14. My Church, theu art a Paradiſe, 
Where Fruits and Spices grow ; 

Fair are thy Fruits, and from thy Spice 
The ſweeteſt Odours flow. 

Thy tender Plants thy Children are, 
Their Graces, Fruits and Spice ; 

I am the Tree of Life in thee, 
My Church, my Paradiſe, 


15. Thou art a Spring, which to thy Plants 
Doth thy pure Streams derive ; 

Under thine Eye and Miniſtry 
Thy bleſt Aﬀemblies thrive, 
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The Church. 


16. My Lord, If I a Garden am, 
Then let thy Spirit blow, 

And with its Gales refreſh the ſame, 
And make my Graces flow. 

And when thy Spirit thus hath Va 
And I do flouriſh moſt, 

Then let my deareſt Lord come *. 
And feed upon his Coſt. | 

So poor I am, fo great thou art, 
Thee, Lord, how can I feaſt ? 

Furniſh the Table of my Heart, 
Then come and be my Gueſt. 


—— 


* 


The Verſion. —Chap. V. 
Chriſt. 7 
1. ar come into a Paradiſe, S 
My Siſter, and my Spouſe; 
T've gather'd of my Myrrh — Spice 
Which in my Garden grows. 
My Honey- comb and Honey too 
Have been my ſweet Repaſt; 
My Wine, my Milk, which here do flow, 
Have chear'd my Heart and Taſte, _ 
My Friends and dear Companions, 
Come Feaſt yourſelves with me; 
Drink, O my Well-beloved Ones, 
Yea, drink abundantly, 


The Church. 


2. I ſleep, but yet my Heart doth wake; 
Hark, my Beloved One | 
Doth knock and call. I can't miſtake 
His Knock, his Tread, his Tone: Open 
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Open to me, my Father's Child, 

Open to me, my Love, 

Open to me, my Undefil'd, 
Open to me, my Dove ; 

Open to me, that wait for thee; 

My Head is fill'd with Dew, 

And all my Locks with Ev'ning Drops; 
Let's have an Interview. 


3. My Coat is off, and how ſhall I 
Put on my Coat again ? 
Should I come o'er the duſty Floor, 


My waſhed Feet to ſtain & 


4. My deareſt then by the Key-hole 
. His willing Hand did move, 

Which when I did perceive, my Soul 
Was touch'd with Grief and Love. 


5. Rouz'd by his Paſſion I did ſtir, 
And anſwer to his call 

My Hand and Fingers dropp'd with Myrrh, 
Which from the Look did fall. 


6. Then did I open to my Dear 
But he (alas !) was gone; 

He whom I did 1o lately hear; 
Methought I was undone ! | 

I ſought him whom my Soul ador'd 
But him I could not have; 

I call'd and cry'd, my Love, my Lord ! 
But he no Anſwer gave. 


7. Then did the cruel City-watch 
Smite me, and wound me ſore ; 
The Keepers of the Wall did ſnatch 
Away the Veil I wore. 
3 8. Q 
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8. 0 Dane of JeruUsALEM ! 
I charge you, if ye find 

My glorious Dear, that he may 155 
My Love afflicts my Mind. 


The Daughters of Teruſalem. 
9. What Jewel is this Dear of thine, 
O Faireſt, let us know? 
Wherein does thine others outſhine, 
That thou doſt charge us ſo? 


The Church. 


10. My dear Delight is red and white, 
The. Lily and the Roſe ; 


So ſweet a Grace adorns his Face, 
Ten Thouſand he out-goes. 


11. His Head is like the fineſt Gold, 
And curled Locks doth wear, 
Which do the Raven's Colour hold, 
So comely is his Hair. | 


12. His Eyes are like the Eyes of Doves 
Which on the Banks are met, 
And do the Streams of Water love, 
Milk waſh'd and fitly ſer. 


13. His Cheeks are like a ſpicy Bed, 
Where all Ferfumes do meet; 
His Lips like Lilies, whence is ſhed 

The Myrrh that ſmells fo ſweet. 


14. His Hands are like the Chryſolite 
In Rings of Gold diſplay'd, 

His Belly is like Ivory bright, 
1 Sa "rt ires * 
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15. His Legs like Marble Pillars are 
On golden Sockets ſet, 
His Face like Lez'non is moſt fair, 
Like Cedars moft complete. 


16. His Mouth is moſt exceeding ſweet, 
| Yea, he is wholly fo; | 
Down from his Head unto his Feet 
With Sweetneſs he doth flow. 

O SALEM's Daughters ! This is he 
Of whom ye did enquire; 
This is the Friend that loveth me, 
This is my Heart's Deſire. 


The Paraphraſe.— Chap. V. 
| Cbriſi 


Whither thou didſt invite; 
Thy Graces which my Hand hath wrought, 
Have been my Soul's Delight. 7 
Thou art a Vine which with thy Wine 
Both God and Man doth chear ; 
Feed on the Fruits prepar'd in thee, 
A conſtant Fealt 1s there. 


1. M* Love (my Deareſt) haſt me brought 


The Church. . 
2. Such Drowſineſs doth me poſſeſs, 

I live, and yet I die; | 
Some Life I have, no Livelineſs, 
How dark and cold am I? 
Here in the Dark and Deep I grope, 

Who us'd to live above ; 

Where is my Faith ? Where is my Hope ? 

Where is my wonted Love? 


It 
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It is no Stranger's Voice I hear, 
I know it is my Lord's: | 
He knocks both at my Heart and Ext, 
Theſe are his loving Words; 
Open to me, my Father's Child, 
Open to me, my Love, 
Open to me, my Undefil'd, 
. Open to me, my Dove. 
My gracious Patience hath ſtood 
Long waiting at thy Door; 
Fain would I enter for thy Good ; 
Slight not thy Saviour. 


3. One would have thought ſuch melting Words 
' Should brake an Heart of Steel; 
But I (alas !) fo ſtupid was, 
Their Force I did not feel ; 
My Anſwer was to this Effect, 
Lord, now I am at Eaſe; 
And Lord, if I ſhould thee reſpect, 
My Friends I ſhould diſpleaſe: 
Thy Service, Lord, would coſt me dear, 
The Word would me moleſt ; 
Thy heavy Croſs how can I bear ? 
Do not diſturb my Reſt. 


4. My Lord to this made no Reply, 
Only on me he caſt PT 
A ſad and a rebuking Eye, 
On which this Senſe I paſs'd; 
Doſt thou my Patience thus requite, 
To make it longer bear ? | 
Doſt all my Love and Sufferings flight ? 
I look'd for better Fare; | 
This ſtirr'd my Love, my Grief and Shame, 
Which put me in much Pain ; 
That I reſolv'd whatever came, 


To own my Chriſt again. y. Accurſt 
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And do not me reſtrain ; 
Satan, avaunt, let me alone, 
I'll have my Chriſt again: 5 
This Reſolution gave ſome Eaſe | 
To my diſtreſſed Mind; 
My Griefs did then begin to ceaſe, 
When I to Chriſt inclin'd. 


NO ON 

| 5. Accurſt Temptations, be ye gone, 
| p 

| 


6. But when I did myſelf addreſs 
My Saviour to embrace, 
| Alas! For my Unworthineſs 
| My Saviour hid his Face. 
| For he is Great as well as Good, 
And will not be diſdain'd ; 
Then his kind Words, which I withſtood 
My Conſcience ſorely pain'd : 
O then I wiſh'd a thouſand Times 
That I had been ſo wile, 
To ſhake off my Security 
When Chriſt bade me ariſe. 
I ſought him daily in his Word, 
But him I could not have; 
I call'd and cry'd, my Love, my Lord! 
-But he no Anſwer gave. 


7. Earth did oppreſs whom Heav'n fo 
Nothing but Grief I found; 

For they who to my Soul ſhould look, 

| My Soul did pierce and wound. 

| Their Words and Deeds did both conſpire, 

| To grieve my grieved Heart ; - 

| 


rſook, 


Their Scorns and Jeers were Swords and Spears, 
Which did increaſe my Smart. | 
But 
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But Qill « my greateſt Wound was here, 
My Lord I could not find; 

Had I my Lord, I ſhould not care, 
Tho' others cards unkind. 


8. FER Can | ſtraightway took, 
I did repair to thoſe 
Who SroNn-wards do often look, 
And did my Caſe propoſe. 
Bleſt Souls, ſaid I, who oft attend 
At the Almighty's Court, | 
My Caſe to you I do commend, 
That you may it report : 
A Lord I have, or rather had, 
My Well-beloved One; 
His * us'd to make me glad, 
But, Ah, my Lord is gone! 
If when you pray, he ſhould acquaint 
You with his Love and Grace, 
Tell him from me, my Heart doth faint 
And languiſh for his Face. 


9. Who is, ſay they, this Lord of thine? 
0 Faireft, let us know, 

Wberein does thine Others outſhine, 
That thou doſt elpegy us ſo? 


* 


10. My deareſt Lord ia White and Red; 
White through his Purity, 
Red thro' his Blood which he did ſhed 
For ſuch an one as I. | 
Was he not Red, but only White, 
The Lily, not the Roſe, - 
He might delight the Angels” Sight, 
But I am none of thoſe... 
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Was he not White, but only Red, 

A Sufferer for his Sin,, 

His Blood would reſt upon his Head, 

Nor could I joy therein; 

But my dear Lord is White and Red, 

This Mixture pleaſeth me; 

For, for my Sins he ſuffered, 

When he from Sin was' free. 
What a reviving Sight is this? 

A rizhteous Saviour's Blood! 
The Bath of Sin, the Spring of Bliſs, 
M oſt pure, moſt ſweet and good. 
The fond enchanted World admires - 

Their Idols here below ; | 
Their creeping, grovelling, poor Deſires 

Their Childiſh Minds do ſhow, 
Did but my glorious Lord appear, 

O did they. him but know, 
What formerly their Glories were, 

Would be no longer ſo. 

The lefler Lights all diſappear 

When once my Sun doth ſhine ; 


And tho' Ten Thouſand Lords were hers 


None could be like to mine. 

My Lord he is the King of Kings, 
The Faireſt of all Fairs; 

Of all your fine and boaſted Things 
None with my Lord compares. 


What's your thick Clay? Your Stones * forth * 


Which you your Jewels call ; 
My Lord he 1s of real Worth, 
And goes beyond them all. 


11. His Godhead and his Government 

Are infinitely pure, 85 
| Moſt glorious and moſt excellent, 
And ever ſhall endure. - 
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12. His is a pare and piercing Eye, 
Thro' all the Earth it moves, 


Which the dark Hypocrite doth ſpy. 
And ſecret Good e 
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13. His Checks appear moſt biickk and . | 
When he himſelf doth ſhow ; 
Methinks I in a Garden walk 
| Where Flowers and Spices grow, 
When he doth my Affections ſtir, 
And ſpeaks unto my Mind, 
Miethinks the Lilies drop with Myrrh, 
Such Savour do! find. 
So ſweet a Grace adorns his Face, 
His Face like Heav'n doth ſhine ! 
And O what Muſic do I hear 
age, he ſaith, I am thine!” 


14. His Hands are like to Rings of Gold; 
The Works of my Dear Lord, 
Are bright and comely to behold ; 


F'T 


His Works fulfil his Word. _ 
The tender Bowels of his Love | L 
How precious they be! 1 


When I am griev'd his Bowels move, 
And loudly plead for me. 
The ſweet Proceedings of my Lord 
Are like his Purpoſes, | | 
Holy and pure, and firm and ſure, . 
Both Love and Stedfaſtneſs, 
His Countenance majeſtical 
All Rev'rence doth command ; Te (ul 
If he but frowns on us, we fall; ” 


But if he ſmiles, we ſtand. 
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15. His Month i is moſt — ſweet, 
All Sweetneſs like an Hive; 
One Word of his like Honey is, 
O how it doth revive ! 
As I begun ſhould I go on 
My 5 Lord to limn, 
You'd ſay, all Sw cets compacted are 
And ſummed up in him. 
My Lord is larger than Deſires, 
Fairer than Wards can ſhow ; 
One comely Part fond Earth admires, 
My Lord is wholly ſo. 
0 Heav' n-born Souls, this, this i is he 
Of whom ye did enquire ; 
This is the Friend that loveth me, 
This is my Heagt's Deſire. 


The Verſion. —Chap. VI. 


The Daughters of Jeruſalem. 
I. AIREST of Fairs, if thus it be, 
O whither is he gone? 
Tell us, that we may ſeek with thee 
Fhis thy Beloved One. 


The Church. 
2. Down to his Garden he is gone, 
Where Beds of Spices are; 


That he may feed and feaſt thereon, 
And gather Lilies there. 


3. I am my Well-beloved's Own, _ 
My Well-beloved's mine, Ro. 
He feeds and treads in pleaſant Meads, | 
Where the bright Lilies ſhine. 
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Chriſt. 


4 4. My Love, like T1RZAH, thou art neat, 


7 like JERUSALEM, 
And like an Army ſo compleat, 
Men fly for fear of them. 


5. O turn away thine Eyes from me, 
Thy bright and ſparkling Eyes; 

To bear ſo great Felicity, 
My Strength doth not ſuffice. 

Thy hairy Locks are like Goats' Flocks 
Which from Mount G1L14ap look; 


- 6. So are thy Teeth like well-ſhorn Sheep 


Come from the Wathing-brook. 

They Pregnant are as well as Fair, 
For Fruit as well as View ; 

For each of them her Twins doth bear, 
There's not one barren Ewe. N 


7. As broke Pomegranate ſeemeth Red, 
And ſhines exceeding clear; 


So do the Temples of thy Head 


Within thy Locks appear. 
8. Thrice. twenty Queens together dung, 


And fourſcore Concubines, 


And Virgins like the num'rous Sand, 


Which to the Sea adjoins. 


9: My ſpo tleſs Dove ſhe is but one, 
The Huang of her Mother, 

Who loves and prizes her alone, 
She knows not ſuch another. 

The Daughters ſaw her comely Lines, 
And prais'd her lovely Face; 

Vea, all the Queens and Concubines 

Admir'd her beauteous Grace. 


— 
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10. What Morn looks forth? What Moan i is there 
What Sun may yonder be? 
Fierce Troops with Flags diſplay'd a 
O what a One is ſhe ? mY ppear 


11. To the Nut-Garden down I went 
To lee the Fruits below, 

Whether the Vines their Grapes did ns, + 
And the Pomegranates grow. 


12. My Soul gave me a ſudden Twitch, 
And made me nimbly ſlide, 


1 thoſe ſwift Chariots in which 


AMINADIB did ride. 


13. Return, return; O SHVLAMITE, 
Return, return apace ; | 


That we may look with much Delight 
Upon thy glorious Face. 

What in the SuuLAMirE, I pray, 

Vo ye expect to ſee ? 

Two Armies ſet in good Array! 


Even ſuch a one is the. 
23 


The Paraphraſe.—Chap. VI. 
The Church. | 


1. WHILST thus my deareſt Love I prais 2 | 


As I could do no leſs, - 0 
They heard, they look d, they ſtood amaz d Is 
At my great Happineſs. Fod 4 
And when I ceas'd, they thus reply'd, 
O Faireſt, we wif needs 
Congratulate thy bleſt Eſtate, 
Which ours lo far exceeds. 


4% — 


o that | 


SOLOMON. | 135. 


O that we were in ſuch a caſe 
As we perceive thou art! 

O that our Souls might find a Place 
In thy Beloved's Heart! 

Whither i is thy Beloved gone? 
Pray let us go with thee, 

To ſeck thy Well-beloved One, 
Whoſe Face we fain would ſee. 


2. If you my deareſt Lord would ſee. 
Then go into his Court: 

Look where his Saints aſſembled be, 
Thither you muſt reſort: 

For they his Pleaſure-Gardens are 
Where he delights to be; 

They ate his Comfort and his Care, 
There you my Lord may lee. 

Some Souls he breeds, and ſome he feeds, 
Others he doth remove 

Hence from his lower Gardens, to 
His Paradiſe above. 


3- I am my Well-beloved's own, 
My Well-beloved's mine : 

To me his Love a Feaſt doth prove 
atk the richeſt Wine. 


Chriſt. 

4. My deareſt Church, on whom I ſee 1 
BY Fair and Royal Stamp, p 
All Sweetneſs join'd with Majeſty, TR 
Thou art both Court and Camp. . 


5. Thy Prayers are Arms, thy Praiſes Charms, 
Thy Love is like a Dart ; | | 

Thy Faich and Graces are ſo ſtrong, | 6 
They overcome * Hear. Thy 
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Thy fair Profeſſion I eſteem, | 
Hhecauſe it ſprings from Grace; 
Which 67 ag thee yet more comely ſeem, 
As Hairs adorn the Face. 


6. Thy Paſtors, which prepare thy Food, 
Do in their Minds agree: 

Their Lives and Dorines both are good, | 
And bring much Fruit to me. 


7. Thy Countenance ſo ſhines with Grace, - 
That many Hearts it moves ; | 
And Grace's Colour in thy Face 
Its great Advantage proves. 


8. The World preſents its glorious Shews z 
But what are thoſe. to me? 

In my dear Church, my only Spouſe, 
All Glories do 1 ſee. 


9. Earth's Pride would ſoon eabunh be, 
Should but my Spouſe appear; 

Who to her Mother and to me 

| Is ſo exceeding dear. 
Her noble Birth and real Worth | 

Have gain'd her ſo much Fame, 

The greateſt Princes of the Earth 
Have praid'd her worthy Name. 


10. Her Sweetneſs join'd with Majeſty, 7 
Her Preſence much endear'd; 

Her Power with her Purity | 
Made her both lov'd and fear'd. 


11. T have been with my new-born Sine, 
I have been down to ſee 

What Buds are on my tender Plants, 16.4 
„ Fruit for me. 132. When 
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13. When. my dear Church, I bid my p ace, 
Thou did'ſt thyſelf bemoan; 

did bur prove thy faithful Love 
When thou thought'ſt I was gone. 

My Bowels yearn d when thou didſt cry, 

a My love did me conſtrain, 

To haſte apace, and ſhew my Face 

To thy griev'd Soul again. 


13. Return, return my deareſt Church, 
Return, return to me; 
Thy Heav'nly Choir, and I defire 
Thy Bleſſed Face to ſee. 
My Heav'nly Hoſt, if ye would know 
My Church's State and Cale; 
She 1s another Hoſt below, 
And of an awful Grace. 


+ 


The Verſion. —QChap. VII. 


Chriſt. 
DAUGHTER of a Prince, how Fair 
Are both thy Shoes and Feet! 


Thy Joints and T highs like Jewels are, 
Wrought by a Hand diſcreet, 


2. Thy Navel as a Cup compleat 
With Liquor doth abound ; 

Thy Belly's like an Heap of Wheat, 

| Which Lilies do ſurround. 


3. Thy two Breaſts are like two young Roes, 
Well ſhap'd and well agreed, 

Both which are loving Twins, and thoſe 
Among the Lilies feed. 


1 0 1 I. Thy 
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4 Thy Neck, like Ivory, is moſt fair, 
And like a Tower molt ſtraight ; 
'Thine Eyes, like Hes1B9N Pools, u ich ars 
Hard by BaTh-Rasprm Gate. 
Thy Noſe is ike to LB xon's Tower, 
The Tower which doth 'command 


DaMascus Town, the chiefeſt Flower 
Of all the Sy RIAN Land. 


5. Thine Head on thee like CARMEL is, 
Thine Hair like Purple ſtain'd, 
Thy Galleries ſo take his Eycs, 
The King is there detain'd, 


6. How fair-art thou, how pleaſant art, 
My Love, unto my Sight! 
do ſweetly grac'd in every Part, 
Thou art my whole Delight. 


7. Unto the Palm-Tree I compare 
Thy Stature ſtraight and fine; 

Thy Breaſts appear both full and fair, 
Like Cluſters of the Vine. 


8. I faid, I will this Palm-Tree climb, 
PII ſearch her Branches well ; 

Thy Breaſts ſhall now like C luſters . 
Thy Noſe like Apples ſmell. 


9. Thy Palate's like the choiceſt Wine 
Which for my Friend I keep, 
Which ſweetly flows, and cauſeth thoſs 
To ſpeak that are aſleep. 


The Church. 
10. Tam my Well-beloved's own, 
And he is wholly mine; 
= The Stream of his Affection 
| Doth towards me incline. 11. Come 
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41. Come, my Beloved, let us 80 
Into the Fields abroad 4 

And in the Villages beloiv . 
Let's take up our Abode. 


12. Let's get up early in the Morn, 
And to the Vineyards go, 

To fe: what Fruits the Trees adorn, 
Whether the Vine doth grow : 

Whether the tender Grapes appear, 
And the Pomegranates thrive, 

(Ih: Hopes of the enſuing Year) 
There thee my Loves Ill guide. 


13. Thy Mandrakes ſmell, and at our Door 
All pleaſuit Fruits there be; 

Both New and Old, which are my Stote 
Laid up, my Love, for thee. 


lt — — 


The Paraphraſe.—Chap. VII. 
Cb riſt. 
DAUGHTER of the Mighty God, 
How comely are thy Feet ; 


Wich Goſpel-· preparation ſhod 
Thy Carriage how diſcreet ?, 


2. Thou art both fair and fruitſul too, 
Great Numbers thou doſt breed, - 

Which with good Meals the Word and g 
Thou lib'rall y doſt feed, 


3 The two Breaſts of thy Teſtaments 
Moſt friendly. do accord; 

Which Nouriſhment and ſweet Content 
To new- born Babes afford. 


T 2 


The Cries of a diſtrefled Soul, 
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Theſe Breaſts of Comfort ſtill; 
Theſe Breaſts make glad whom Sin makes ſad, 
Theſe Breaſts the Hungry fill. 


4. Thy Faith is thy ſtrong Fort and Tower, 
Thine Underſtanding clear; 
Thy judging and diſcerning Power 
Informs when Danger's near. 
Thy Chriſt, thy Head of Eminence, 
All others doth exceed ; 
Thy Chriſt, thy Head of Influence, 
Thy Grace doth keep and feed. 


5. When thine Aſſemblies exerciſe 
Their Graces freely given, 

The King walks in the Galleries. 
As in another Heaven. 


6. My Church, who art moſt new, moſt fair, 
How dear art thou and 1weet, 

In whom all Sweets compacted are, 
In whom all Graces meet ! 


7. Under thy Weight thou floutiſheſt 
As the ſtout Palm. Tree doth; 

My Church, the more thou art depreſt, 
The greater is thy growth. 

The Breaſts of thy two Teſtaments, 
Like Cluſters of the Vine, 

Are full of Juice, which for thy Uſe 
Yield Store of Heav'nly Wine. 


8. When ! perceiv'd thy Soul to thrive 
Like to a- fruitful Tree, 
Then I drew near that I might chear, 


ud. joy my elf 1 in thee, — 
Nor 
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Nor did I empty-handed come, 
But added to thy Store; 
W Word came then more near and home, 
hy Graces ſcented more. 


9. Thy Speech is like the choiceſt Wine, 
So lovely and ſo ſtrong, 
It makes the Sinner's Heait Divine, 
And ſanctifies his Tongue. 


| The Church: 
10. My deareſt Lord's Affection 


I cannot but admire ; | 
I am my Well;beloved's own, 
I am his Heart's Deſire. 


. I gladly with my Lord could talk, 
"And ſpend both Night and Day ; 
Come, Lord, let us together walk, 
Let us together ſtay. 


12. Come, let's T9 ſee what Fruits and Flowers 
Adorn thy Garden-Place ; 
Under the Sun-ſhine and the Showers 
Of Days and Means of Grace. 
Could I but fee thy Children ſpring, 
And in an happy Frame; 
O how ſhould I rejoice. and ſing, 
And love thee for the ſame. 


13. Thy Saints their Services preſent, 
Which of tweet Savour be; | 

Saints New and Old within my Tent, 
Are kept from Heav'n and Thee, 
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| The Church. a 
1. F WOULD to God thou wert as near 


To me as is my Brother, 
That fill'd the Lap and ſuck'd the Pap 
Of my moſt tender Mother. 
When I without ſhould *light on thee, 
Then Il thy Lips would kifs ; 
Yea, I ſhould not diſpiſed be, 
Nor diſeſteem'd for this. 


2. I'd bring thee to my Mother's Tent, 
Who would inſtruct thee there : 

Pomegranate-Wine of pleaſant Scent 
Should be thy Royal Fare. 


3. His Left-hand underneath my Head 
Should lovingly be plac'd, 

His Right-hand o'er me ſhould be ſpread, 
Thus ſhould I be embrac'd. 


4. Ye Daughters of JarusALEM, 
**Tis. you TI charge and bind, 
Not once to move or wake my Love 
Until it be his Mind, 


The Daughters of Jeruſalem, 
5. Out of the Deſart doth aſcend 
A comely Sight to ſee, 
One leaning on her deareft Friend, 
O what a One is ſhe! 


The Church. 
Unger the ſhady. Apple-tree 
Thee did I raiſe and rear; 
Thy Mother travail'd there with thee, 
Thy Native Place was there. 


The Verſion.— Chap. VIII. 


6. © 


SOLOMON. _ 
6. O ſeal ine Image on mine Heart, 
O ſeal it on mine Arm; 
For Love, like Death, doth caſt its Dart, 
And Jealouſy is warm: 

Tis like the Grave, whoſe keen Deſire 
Nothing can ſatisfy; 8 

The Coals thereof are Coals of Fire 
That flame vehemently. 


7. Waters can't quench Love's Flame, nor Floods 
Can Love's Height overflow; | 

If one for Love would give his Goods, 
The Price would be too low. 


The Jewiſh Church. 


8. No Breaſts on our ſmall Siſter grow, 
Nor is ſhe yet admir'd; | 
What ſhall we for our Siſter do, 
When the ſhall be defir'd ? 


9. We'll build on her a Silver Court, 
If ſhe a Wall ſhall be; 


Or if a Door, her we'll ſupport 
With Boards of Cedar Tree. 


The Tewiſb Church. 
10. I am a Wall both ſtrong and tall, 
My Breaſts, like Towers, are round; ; 
(I then'his Sight did much delight, 
As one that Favour found, ) 


Chriſt. 


11. At Baar.-Hamon King Sor oon 
A Vineyaid did poſſeſs; | 

*Y ers he ſent, to the Intent 

hey might his FOO dreſs. nd 
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And thus with them he did agree, 
That for the Fruit it gave, 
A Thouſand Silver Pieces he 
Of each of them ſhould have. 


12. My Viney ard which belongs to me 

I know not how to ſpare; 
It ever lies before mine Ey ES, 

It is my conſtant Care. 

Bur*thou, O SoLomox, mult have 
A Thouſand for thy Gains; 

And thole that keep its Fruit, may crave 
Two Hundred for their Pains. 


13. And now farewell, thou that doſt dwell 
In Gardens here below; 

As thy Companions hear thy Voice, 
So let me hear it tog. 


The Church. 
14. Haſte, my Beloved, like a Roe 
Which ſoon her Cuurſe fulfills ; 
O that thou wert like a young Hart 


Upon the ſpicy Hills! . 


RDS 


The Paraphraſe.— Chap. VIII. 


The Church. 


ORD, that thou wert as near to me 
As is my Mother's Son, 

Such Freedom would I have with thee 

As if we both were One. 
I would impart my very Heart 

To one that was ſo near, 
Whole Nearneſs ſhould advance my Love 

Above all ſlaviſh Fear. 2. God's 


SOLOMON. - 


E 


— PEE 8 


2. God's Holy Church, my Mother Dear, 
Should me ſuch Lectures read; 

I ſhould provide ſuch Heav'nly Chear, 
Whereon thou lov'ſt to feed. 


3. And then ſhouldſt thou thy Love diſplay, 
The Riches of thy Grace, 

Thy Left-hand then my Head ſhould ſtay, 
Thy Right my Heart embrace. 


4. Chriſt's Love my Heart doth fo enflame, 
* This Charge I needs muſt give; 
All ye that own his Sacred Name, 
Do not his Spirit grieve. 
Lord, leave us not, yet if thou wilt, 
With Tears we'll own thy Right; 
But a Departure forc'd by Guilt, 
Makes a tempeſtuous Night. 


Weak Chriſtians. 2 


| 5. What ſtrange aſpiring Souls are thoſe 
Which do this World diſdain ; 

Who on their Lord themſelves-repoſe, 
Heav'n's Kingdom to obtain? 


The Church. 


Under thine Ordinances' Shade 
I ſought and found thine Aid; 
For there thine Entrance firſt was made, 


Thy Graces firſt convey'd. 


6. Lord, bear my Name upon thy Breaſt, 
Engrave i it on thine Heart ; | | 
There let it be ſo ſure pofleſt 9 


It thence ſhall ne' er depart. 
72 Bats Tor 
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For Love, like Death, doth caſt a Dait 
Which wounds me to the Quick: 
Thy Preſence, Lord, ſupports my Heart, 
Thine Abſence makes me ſick. | 
Should'ſt thou but ſeemingly- diſdain 
My Heart ſo deep engag'd, 
I ſhould be tortur'd with ſuch Pain, 
As could not be aſſuag'd. 
O love me, Lord, or elle I die! 
Thee, Lord, my Love doth crave, 
My Lord, ſhould'ſt thou my Love deny, 
My Love would be my Grave. | 
My Love doth flame; my Jealouſy 
So burns my Heart and Eyes, 
I muſt embrace my Lord, or I 
Muft be Love's Sacrifice. 


7. Whole Seas of Trouble cannot quench | 

__ Love's everlaſting Fire; 

Though Hell oppole whom J have choſe, 
I cannot but admire. 22 
None but a Chriſt, none but my Lord, 

No Bribes can take with me; 

A proffer'd World would be abhorr'd ; 

A Chriſt, and none but He! 


The Jewiſh Church. 
3. Remember the blind Nations, Lord, 
Who in the Dungeon grope, 
And laek the Sun-ſhine of thy Word, 
Vet Pris 'ners are of Hope. 
When once the Hour of my Deſign 
Hath on theſe Captives ſhone, 


When they are call'd and own'd for thine, 
What ſhall be further done; . 


Chriſt. | 


The Praiſe of its Fertility 
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9. If they be conſtant to my Name, - a: _ 
And firmly hold my Word, „ 
They ſhall be bleſt wh Strength and Fans. I! 
And honour'd by their Lord; | | 
If they will open at my Call, fl 
That | with them may dwell, . 
I'll hold them faſt, and make chem laſt 
Agaiult the Gates of Hell. 


The Jeuiſb Church. — 7 

10. Lord. I am conſtant to thy Name, = 
And firmly hold thy Word; . = 
(I had a Smile upon the ſame, g — = 
From my moſt gracious ** I | 


. Chriſt. 0 
11. I nor admire nor imitate 
Thoſe who their Vineyards let; = 
| Who of their Profit do abate | | ll! 
That they ſome Eaſe may get. | | i 


12. My Church and Vineyard is 9 
My Care and my Delight; 

I myſelf keep it every Day, 
And watch it every Night. 

Dreſt by my Hand, watch'd by my Eye, 
Its Fruit to me 1 2 


= 
— — = 


_ Wholly to me redounds. 
3. My deareſt Church, who art compos { 


7305 divers Companies, 
Now we have both our Minds diſclos'd, 
"AM end with this Advice: 3 
2 As 
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As all the Members give an Ear 
Unto thy gracious Strain, 

So let me often from thee hear 
Until we meet again. 


The Church. 


14. Ah my dear Saviour ! pity me, 
Preſerve me in thy Heart ; 
And Oh make haſte, make haſte that we 


May meet and never part. 


DIVES. 


7 


DIVES and LAZARUS. 


N Jupan's vale a man of wealth abode, 

Vile as a beaſt, yet worſhipp'd as a God; 
Who TrYk1an cloaths, and Ecvrr's linen wear, 
And on whoſe table met land, ſea and air. 
Beneath the threſhold of his outmoſt gate 
A pale, deformed, horrid carcaſe ſate: 

Another Jos, but of more fixed woes, 
Who from his dunghil never once aroſe. 


„Gon nr Mx was his name. God was his all; 
Thoſe few that knew him, LAZ ARUs did him call. 
Need, pain and ſcorn, at once did on him lie; 
His bed was earth, his covering was the ſky. 
Nothing had he to pay off nature's ſcores; 

Empty he was of bread, but full of ſores. 
Hunger (that Rack) will make a man confeſs 
What modeſt minds endeavour to ſuppreſs. 
Sharp hunger whets the wit, and mends its ſtrain, + 
It hurts the bowels, but it helps the brain. | 
A ſervant paſs'd the gate, where, lo! he found 
This rueful object grovelling on the ground. 
Said Lazanus, Sir, If Pity be my due, | 
Give to your maſter what I give to you, 


＋— — 
'Y Lazarus his Petition. 
MOST fir, I humbly crave 
FR ha ning | 
I am a borderer on the grave, 


Half ſlain with ſharp neceſſity. 
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For childrens bread I do nt call ; 

Ido mt oft your ſervants' fare; | 
Only the ſweepings of yuur hall 

1 beg, and what your dogs may ſpare. 


Dom me nit, fir, to periſh at yur gate, 

"HH ho may prejerve me at fo cheap a rate, 

for father JupDan's ſake ſome fragments gives 
I'll jerve youu at Ged*s Altars whilſt 1 live. 
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Dives his Anſtuer. 
HAT dog is this that dares preſume on me! 
Accurſt be all ſuch crawling toads as he: 
Peſts of my gate, vermin that ereep fo nigh,—— 
I hate 'em; let him rot and die. 


In vain he poor man's thoughts purſu'd his ſuit, 
The dogs were human, but their lord a brute; 
They left their ſnarling to their maſter's face 
They ran, and Lazarus gently did embrace, 

He was the pity*d patient of thoſe hounds, 
W hoſe lambent tongues did cool his burning wounds. 


This done, the ſqualid vaſſals of the times 
Scorn'd ragged virtue, honour'd purple crimes, 
Things are mis-judged by the purblind eye, 
Which views-their poſture, not their tendency, 
„Till Juſtice *wakes to right its injur'd laws, 
Which doth not weigh the perſon, but the cauſe. 


Nor rags, nor fores, are clouds that can diſguiſe 
A ſplendid ſoul to Heaven's ſoul-ſearching eyes; 
Earth's LAz Rus was Heaven's Dives; earth's diſdain 
Was a meet gueſt for Heaven to entertain. 
Now comes the golden hour that ſets him free 
From his apprenticeſhip to miſery, 

His corps (the grave's old neighbour) long undreſt | 


length is ſlipt into his bed of reſt, 
4. _ __ 0 A treaſure 
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A treaſure *tis, tho' funeral coſt it wants; 

T he richeſt mineral is the duſt of ſaints ; 

He was his own (moſt ferious) mourner here; 
He mourn'd enough, he needs no b'red tear. 


The time is come that Lazarvos muſt be clad 
With ſuch fine linen Divzs never had. 
The time is come that LAzARUSͤ muſt be fed 
With Heaven's rich juices, and with Angels' bread, 


There 1s a table richly ſpread above, 
There is an everlaſting feaſt of love 
A feaſt which friends and friendſhip doth maintain, 
Pale envy is not there, nor proud diſdain; 
They all are one, in one they all agree, 
One is their all, which makes all one to be. 
Here's height of mirth with depth of ſeriouſneſs, 
Plenty without the hazard of excels ; 
Here are full joys in hand, full joys in view, 
Here wine and appetite are ever new: 
Ever begins their feaſt and ne'er doth end, 
Whom growing loaves and living ſtreams attend; 
Their harps are well-ſtrung hearts, well tuned tongues, 
And ſacred Hallelujahs are their ſongs; 
Here fit the ſaints, here the believers' Sire 
Is nobly ſeated in his rich attire; | 
Hither the King of Heaven new gueſts does call. 
Nor can he come too late that comes at all. 


The mighty One who dwells and rules on high, 
Angels attend with an obedient eye: / | 
The ſecrets of his breaſt they do not ſkill, 

But are the truſty ſervants of his will. 


Thus charg'd he them, Bring Lazarus to the feaff, 
And let him take his place next Abraham's breaft. 
They heard with rev'rence, and obey'd their King, 


Joy rais'd their hearts, and nimbly ſhook their wing.” 
They fled from Heaven, yet Heaven was with them ſtill, 


They 


It. was their Heaven to do their Maſter's will. 
0 * 
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They opt not at the ſtars (that pompous 99 828 
Who went to view a brighter ſtar below. 
The point defign'd they well did underſtand, 
Who had old voy'gers been to Canaan's land, 
There had they been LoT's gueſts (who was their ward} 
There had they been ELrsna's flaming guard, 

Jn that land chiefly lay their Lord's affairs, 
They traffick'd there for ſouls, (thoſe precious wares.) 
Soon came they where fick LAZ ARus had his lare, 
They ſtoop'd and waited for their paſſenger ; 
No viſitant found they with him but the Lord; 
No nurſe but faith, no cordial but the word. 

They heard him praying, Lord, ſome mercy ſhow, 
For I can find 1 0. here below. 


This ſaid, he figh” a, and was of life bereav'd; 
He gave his ſoul, and they his ſoul receiv'd; 

With ſhouts and ſongs triumphant up they went, 
And to the company did him preſent ; 

They ſhouted all, and joy'd the new-come gueſt, 
He gently ſtoops, and leans on ABRaAnan's breaſt. 
Whom D1ves curs'd and ſtately fools diſdain'd, 
How is he bleſs'd! How is he entertain'd! 

Tho! virtue here on earth negletted lies; 

Yet Heaven will raiſe it, for 'tis born to riſe. 
Dives, that ſilken god, muſt never die, 

Unleſs his creatures and falſe prophets lie. 

He's ſafe, if death he caſts as far behind 

His body, as it is below his mind. 

He's always young, he learns it from his glaſs, 
Which ſmooths his furrow'd brow and paints his face, 
But a cold ftriking hand confutes the lye, 
Down falls his flatt'ring glaſs, his fancies die; 
His garden-walks muſt him no longer know, 
The life-tree in his garden doth not grow. 

His palace muſt be chang'd for a dark tomb; 
That was his inn, but this muſt be his home; 
He muſt no longer at his table ſtay, 

The voider Death is come to take away: _ 
* Death, 
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Death, that abbor'd (both name and) thing comes 8 0n,/ 
And potently torments this potent one: f | 
It makes amazing breaches ; and, in ſhort, . + 1 
Hath ſeiz'd the out-work, and attacks the fort, | 
In what a wretched poſture does he he! 

He cannot live, and yet he dares not die. 

is debt mult be diſtrain'd ; for he'll not pay, * 

Nor yield his Ghoſt; it muſt be fetch d away, 

He ſpurns, he ſtruggles, but death keeps him under, 

And with one ſtroke tears fleſh and ſoul aſunder; | 
Then rang the houſe with his five brethrens' cries; _ | 
Alas! Our brother! So they clos'd his eyes, 

His outward parts are waſh'd, his inner rooms 

Stuff'd with Ax ABIAN ſweets and rich perfumes, 

Now death his purple is, now he's allow'd _ 

Fine linen too, but 'tis a funeral ſhroud; 

Grave: fac'd ſpettators with their garments torn 

And ſhrouded lips attend, the room doth mourn, 

Ah what a poor revenge is this on fate! 

For one that cannot live, to lie in ſtate. 

Amidit the gazing crowd the bearers come, 

With pomp they bring him to his painted tomb, 

Minſtrels and trumpeters their noiſes join, 

And women ſell falſe tears for current coin. 

Now leſt his friends ſhould in ſalt ſtreams be drown'd,. 

The cup of conſolation goes its round, | 

But ſtay, my ſoul, *tis death that thou muſt view, 

Not ſhadows which dead bodies do enſue, 
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What a dark notion and abſurdity 
Is this to living men that they muſt die! | 
Grim-Death on his pale horſe triumphant rides, 
He ſtrikes us through our neareſt kinſman's ſides. 
Yet are we ſenſeleſs as the ſtupid mule, | 
Live as exceptions from the common rule; 
We caſt a cloth o'er death; *tis ſoon forgot; | 
We charm the ſerpent, and i it ſtings us not. 


Now might one let his pleaſant error paſs, 
if death was all; but Death his ſecond has: 
11 
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When once the diſſolution-hour is come, 
Out goes the ſoul to hear her final doom. 


You who have ſlightly heard the fun'ral knell, 
Now hear the voice which dooms the ſoul to Hell; 
For thoſe whoſe hearts an earthquake will not ſhake, 
Thro' Heaven's loud roaring canon may awake. 


Drvxs' black ghoſt, all horror and deſpair, 
Is from its priſon ſnatch'd to th* diſmal bar; 
Behind him the impatient devils roar, 
His fins (thoſe worſt of devils ſtand before ; 
With terrors thus beſieg'd in every place, 
He hears a voice, but might not ſee the face. 
The voice was thunder roaring in his ears, 
The words were tearing bolts and flaming ſpears; 
Go thou accurſt, vile caitiff, hence away 
To damned ghoſts, come devils, take your prey. 
Struck with this thunder, down he ſunk, he fell, 
And was the triumph of the fiends of Hell. 
Th” ingenious tyrants did a council pack, 
Their malice ſets their wits upon the rack. 
When they had jointly ſtudy'd to torment, 
For their pale priſoner then in haſte they ſent ; 
They chain'd and ſtak'd him to a furious flame, 
Where conſtant ſtreams of brimſtone feed the ſame, 
Behold ſin's martyr, and Hell's ſacrifice ! 
He yells and howls, and vents unpity'd cries. 
He finds no friendly ear or tender eye, | 
He feels a thouſand deaths, but cannot die; 
Like burning braſs, he's fir'd in every part, 
A vulture lives upon his living heart. 5 
God's gone, he's gone, and what an Hell i is this, 
To be depriv'd of everlaſting bliſs! ; 
O this eternal baniſhmemt is worſe, 
Than all the remnant of the doomſday curſe, 
This Hell of Hell may thus be underſtood, 
No torments are ſo bad as God is good. 

ſides, an appetite in man doth be 

hich nothing but a God can fatisfy ; 

And tho” rette be here deluded "INJ 
By various objects in God's room obtruded, Yet. 
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Yet when at death all theſe are laid aſide, 
Then thirſts che ſoul for God, but is deny*d; 
- This thirſt unquench'd is ſuch an inward flame, 
An Hell in Hell is its deſerved name; © 
In Hell there cannot be an atheiſt, 
*'Tis Hell in Hell that God is dearly miſt. 
Poor Dives cries, The God for whom I tar ue 
1 cannot ſee, becauſe I would not ſerve ; 
I bleed to think, and thinking is my fate, 

e often knocked at my bolted gate, 

here are thoſe baits on which my luſts did prey, 
T he price for which I caft myſelf aua? 
Where's now my pomp, and pride, my feafts and ſports, 
W hoſe chains detain*d me from the ſacred courts? _ 
O did my hyuſe fo near the temple ſtand! 
O did I perijh out of Jowan's land! 
Might I be try'd once more ! But tis too late, 
Fuftice hath lock d the golden mercy-gate. 
Now I believe and tremble ; I repent 
But my repentance is my puniſhment. 
It is nct virtue, but neceſſity ; 
Alas 1 tow miſerably wiſe am I? 
Might T return now to that happy night, 
IW hich veil'd me ere my parent ſaw the light ; 
Ah me! Mut I lie here, and ne'er come cut? 
He raves and flings his curſes round about. 
He curs'd both Heav'n and Hell, he curs'd the earth, 
He curs'd the day that witneſs'd to his birth: | 
But neither can his tears his griefs aſſuage, 
Nor does it cool his heart to vent his rage. 
This keen reflection makes the furnace glow, 
It muft be ever with me as "tis now. 
Hell's flames no aſhes will produce: but I 
Muſt ever dying live, and living die. i 
Souls for themſelves the balm of patience bear; 
*Trs the poor's phyſic, but it grows not here: 
My foul is filkd with home-bred tears and taunts ; 
"Tis its own fury, and itſelf it haunts. ©. 
Pity was wont in miſery's houſe to dwell, 
But I am hated by the as” Hell, 

| * 
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Time 17 to be e ee _ 
But I am got beyond its happy bunds. 

A veſſel charg d with ſcalding wrath am I, 
Heoop'd in the circle of eternity. 


You who affect the pleaſant path to Hell, 
And love damnation 1n its cauſes well, 
Look ſtraight before you on your journey's end, 
Do ye not ſee th' infernal ſmoak aſcend ? 
Have not ſome ſparks into your boſoms flown, 
Whereby the neighb'ring coaſts may well be known? 
Bold ſinner, ſtop, no further progreſs make, 
Leſt your next ſtep be in the fiery lake; 
But Oh! He ridicules his ſoul's affairs, 
And labours to be damn'd at unawares. 
His humour would not bear a countermand : 
Alas for them who hate to underſtand! 
Who on their ſouls experiments will try, 
At the charge of a ſad eternity, 
Alas for them who never will awake 


Till they are plung'd into the burning lake. 


Dives was here ſtruck blind with flatt'ring lyes, 
How the Hell-brand lifts up his flaming eyes; 
He ſpies the region where the happy dwell, 

But Heaven at diſtance is another Hell. 

He ſpies a Canaax's feaſt; for chiefly there 
The natives of his country do appear; 

He ſpies bleſt ABxanan with his faithful race, 
And Lazarus fitting next to ABRAHAM'S place, 
Oh! How it twinges and torments his eyes! 
His ſcorn to envy turns, and thus he cries; 
Th? jcoundrel who lay farving at my gate, 

Is nov a peer in Heaven, and angels“ mate; 

T hz beggar fits and feeds on angels“ fare, 

His rags are robes” ſuch as Heaven's nobles wear : © 
7 he dog, whom in derifion once T had, 

Is turn d into a far, which makes me mad. 


Now Drves is the beggar, and applies 


Himſelf to AB RA AM with his mournful cries. Dives 
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| Dives bis Petitia gn. 
AH! father Awnanan, pity me, 
Who with tormenting flames am flung, 

For p ty whither ſauld ] fee, 

hut to the bowels whence I ſprung ? 
The grapes” rich boa I do not crave, 

Mater's cheap element will ſuffice ; 
And th; my tengue thir/ts for a wave, 

For one poor drop it only cries. 
By Lazarus moifi ned finger may you pleaſe 
To give my ſcorched tongue one moment's eafe. 
I d:well in flames, and flames in me do dwell ; © 
© for a drop from Heaven to fweeten Hell. 
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Mark how the wheel is turn'd, the time is come 
He begs a drop, who once deny'd a crumb. 
Right thinking judges then muſt need approve, 
"The tart and equal anſwer from above. 
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Abraham's Anſwer. | 
RT thou forlorn of God and com'ſt to me! 
What can I tell thee then but miſery ? 

Remember, Son, the Heav'n thy feet have trod, 
Earth was thy Heav'n; and pleaſure was thy God. 
Remember Lazarus had his Hell below, 
Thou wert the devil which did cauſe his woe; 
Now are his rags Heav'n's robes with glorious beams, 
Thy purple, flames, thy junkets, ſulph*rous ſtreams. 


Is he thy wiſh who was thy ſcorn before ? 
Shall Lazaxus now be welcome to thy door? 
And do'ſt imagine ſome fair bridge to lie 
Between the white and black eternity ? 

No, there's a mighty gulph which rends in twain 
The fiery region and the ætherial plain. 

We are too happy to be diſpoſſeſt, 

And you ſo curſed, you can neꝰer be bleſt; 
We are ſo rais'd, that we can never fall, 


And you ſo ſunk, you cannot riſe at all, Qnee 
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Once angels went from Heaven to Hell, but firſt, 


They blacken'd were to devils and accurſt ; 
Since thoſe ſtars fell, none of the heav'nly vol, 
Or did, or ſhall, viſit the infernal coaſt. 

To you 'tis bitter ; ; butto us 'tis ſweet 

That we are parted, and muſt never meet; 


Heav'n were not Heav'n, if it near Hell was plac'd, 


Nor Hell were Hell, if it of Heav'n might taſte. 


Can our pure light with ſmoke and darkneſs dwell, 


The poles ſhall ſooner meet than Heav'n and Hell. 


Though ſpeech avails not, racking miſery 
Extorts from him another fruitleſs cry. 


Dives his Second Petition. 
F ſuch an envious gulph there be, 

Tet, father, lend an car to me; 
From earth to Heaven a way is pav'd, .. 
How elſe came Lazarus to be av d? 
Let me fo ſmall a boon entreat, 
That LAZ ARUS may his Geb repeat. 
And that he may enibody d go, 
And tell the flories of my woe 
To my five brethren, who all dwell within 
My father”s houſe (O had we never been 
Brethren in bond of nature and of fin.) 
O let him tell them that there is a God, 
Whoſe ſceptre is a fin-revenging rod; | 
And let him tell them that advent” rous drolls 
Shall find unto thefr cg that they have fouls. 
Aline ſtuck th ſcabbard till its angry Lord 
| Unjheathed it, and prov'd a flaming fword. 
T hat limbeck, Death, draws ſpirits from out clay 
To th' clement of fouls they hafte away; 
Aud let him tell them that the Sa pr 
Shall be Hell's convert, and Tecant with me; 
W hilt they lie Neeping on the brink of Hell, 
72 ſmoke they fe not, nor y the brimf/one fret: 
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There they'll diſpo rt themſelves with golden dreams, 
Till they betray em to theſe burning ſtreams : 

But let him ſcare them with an hollow ſound, 

T hat they (like Lor) may flee their curſed ground : 
O ſend him quickly ; l ſt they tumble in, 

And prove the flaming records of my fin : 

Can Ino water get at my defive ? 

Vet, O! no more, no more new flakes of fire. 


This ABRAHAM heard with unrelenting ears; 
No pity's due to hell-hounds' cries and tears. 


Abraham his Anſwer. 


NCE Heav'n bow'd down and touch'd th? Ana- 

| BIAN hill, 
And gave a ſample of the Sacred Will 
To Moszs' hands, that choſen man of God, 
Copies were taken and diſpers'd abroad. 

(So his kind arms abroad the river flings, 

So the free ſun extends his fruitful wings; | 

As this moſt ſacred light itſelf diſplays, 

And gilds the tents of Jacos with its mays) 
For ſaints to come from God there is no cauſe; 
Himſelf came down, and did promulge his laws. 
Need Lazarus take a journey from the {ky, 
When. Wiſdom at your brethrens* gates doth cry ? 
Let them hear Moss, read by their divines 
I'th' ſynagogue, to which their houſe adjoins; 
And let them read the rev'rend Prophets next, 
Thoſe wond'rous Commentators on the text. 
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Dives hi; Reply. 
OSES ('tis true) was an unerring guide, 
So were thoſe ſixteen Prophets on his fide; 
This I as much believe as if I ſaw | 
The flaming mount, and heard the fiery Lam, 
When every word was accented with thunder, 
Which rent thoſe oaks, the JEwIeH bearts aſunder. Ta 
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Tis here as neceſſary to believe, ; 

As it is natural to feel and grieve. | 

I that am now a proof of ſacred writ, 

Do argue backwards with my after-wit : 

Hell in the threat'nings, tho I did not ſee, | 

The threat'nings are in Hell made plain to me. 

1 ſkowl'd upon the Heavens when they did lowre; 

The clouds I fear'd not, but I feel the ſhower. - 

Nothing will move my brethren but a ſign, 

Experience is the powerfuleſt divine : 

Faith is the child of ſenſe; whereas report 

Is entertain'd with blaſphemy or ſport : 

They have a ſword to cut the gordian knot ; 

Mosts ſaith many things, but proves them not. 

And tho' they hear ſubſtantial proofs there be, 

Nothing is proof to them, but what they ſee. 

Had they an emiſſary from above, 

The very ſight a future ſtate would prove: 

Might he but tell them of your heavenly ſtrand, 

They'll all turn pilgrims for that holy land: 

Or might he preach the torments wluch 1 feel, 

His words would wound like burning gads of fleel ; 

His word would tear down all, like thund'ring guns, 

Beyond the faint attempts of Levi's ſons. | 
were I of this 2 chain releas'd ! 


* ith that he * his teeth, and knock'd his breaſt ?) 
ight I be to the earth a preacher ſent, 


I'd burn up fin like ſtubble where 1 went; 

I'd ſmoke away their luſts and flatt'ring lyes, 

Or forth I'd drive them with my glaring eyes : 

I'd blow a trumpet which ſhould rend the ground, 
Their trembling heart-ſtrings ſhould in concert ſound : 
I'd teach the faithleſs SApDUCEEs their creed, 
And make the PHARISEES to pray indeed : 

I'd tell the ranters ſuch a doleful tale, 

That they ſhould niourn as in MEG1DDo:s vale: 
I'd unbewitch the ſots and flaves of fin, 

That ſuch a reformation ſhould begin, 

As in Jos1aH's time did not befall, 

And the next age ſhould canonize them all. 


ppc — c — 
| Abrabam's Rejoinder. 
PREACHING apparition would confound 
Heaven-daring giants with its dreadful ſound; 


None quake ſo ſoon as they who Heaven do dare, 
Who fear not God, the greateſt cowards are: 


- 
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But were the coaſt once clear, the ſhake once o er, 
The lees would ſettle as they did before. 

I: was a waking dream they would conclude, 

A juggle which our ſenſes did delude : | 

Or did we ſomething fee? And ſanething hear ? 

Yet whence it came it doth nt yet appear. 

Nay, they would gravely reaſon out the caſe, | 
What we can graſp we gladly will embrace : | 
The reft we leave ; to them let children hark, 

And fright themſelves with fancies in the dark. 

What is a ſpirit ? What's infinity? 

What does the word ETERNAL fignify ? 

Charm'd are their ſouls with this oration 'made, 
And mov their fears {hall vamiſh like the ſhade. 
Thus fools, tho* pounded, will not loſe a grain, 
And frozen ſnakes, when thaw'd, will hiſs again. 
Come now thou that pretend'ſt to act the man, 
Something there needs muſt be which ne'er began; 
If all were nothing once, . fo *twould be now, 

A number from bare cyphers could not grow. 
Nothing's a barren womb; if that could breed, 

To be, and not to be, were well agreed. 

One point is gain'd, that ſomething ever was: 
This hard word xvER you muſt let it paſs. 

Know'ſt thou how far this ZVR doth extend? 

You muſt grant what you cannot comprehend. 

But what was EVER This imperial robe 

Suits not the azure nor the verdant globe. 

One is a turning wheel that ſpins out time, 

The other pools with ſpots of harden'd ſlime. 

Now mark the kinds of each, and you ſhall find, 
Unto their proper ſpheres they are confin'd. 
Hereby is their Original confeſt, 

There's but a partial goodnels in the beſt, 

'This is the voice of their infirmity, 

Meer beggars and derivatives are we. 

What's of itſelf that doth itſelf ſuffice, 

"Tis from our creatureſhip our wants ariſe. 

What of itſelf}, that in itſelf 1s bleſt, 

Tis its own centre and at perfect reſt; 5 
| : Y Rick 
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11 is that Being ne 5p all beings are, 


And whence each being hath its proper ſhare. 
Nor is't a wonder of ſo high degree, 
To make to be, as of itſelf to be; 
Something then ever was, which needs muſt be, 
From all the ſhades of imperſections free, 
Hence are we; and to think, in vain we are, 
Is to condemn his wiſdom at our bar. | 
As men the badge of their dependance wear 
On their frail fleſh, the grave's probationer, 
And on their hearts, whole reſtleſs motions ſhow 
Something they want, which is not here below ; 
So mult they own whom they are forc'd to know, 
And pay themſelves to whom themſelves they owe. 
Neither would this their light of comfort dim, 
But they ſhould ſerve themſelves in ſerving him. 
IV hen graves unbraid proud grave-/imes. with their bers. 
Cd's Servant is a title never dies. 

The thoughts in man do prove his ſoul to be, 
His conſcience bodes his immortality. 
This boſom- magiſtrate his facts eſpies, 


And binds him over to the laſt aſſize. 


He trembles at his ſummons to appear; 

His fear makes not a God, God makes his fear. 

Religion by corroding, doth aſſay 

Even thro” an heart of rock or force its way, 

O might he to himſelf be ſo ſincere, - 

To ſtrive to pleaſe whom he's conſtrain'd to fear! 
Yet will he be a vagrant all his days, 

Without a method to dirett his ways. 

What eye e'er pierc'd th' Almighty's ſacred breaſt 2. 

Himſelf knows only. what will pleaſe bim beſt. 

Since man was made to ſerve his Maker's will, 

Which is an height tranſcending human kill; 

A rule mult needs be granted from on high 

For him to regulate his attions by. | 

'Uhis heaven-ſprung rule that ſacred roll contains, 

Which in the conſecrated land remains. 

Its words and myſteries are all divine, 


And weighty mountains hang on every line; - It; 
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It (ſun-like) W by its own golden beams, i (7 

And icorns its baſe co-rival ſenſeleſs dreams. LY | 

Thoſe ſpangles which the heathen ſages left, 

Were from this mine ſnatch'd by an honeſt theft. 

Give me that hardy brow that dares deny 

The bible's well atteſted hiſtory. | 

Moss ſaid, many things, and proy*d them Tr 

With proofs, which all Hell's. magic did outdo. 

God's power he carried in his bands, to ſhow 

That from his mouth the. truths of God did flow; 

And his credentials on his face did ſhine, .. | 

Which there were written by a beam divine. 

The gazing Js ws were ſtruck, who plainly ſaw, 

That whence he had his light, he had his law... 
Thole ſections which the ſacred code 3 850 

Were by an age of wonders uſher'd in 

The prophets! ſuperſtrudture firmly ſtands 

On two hewn ſtones, laid by th* Almighty's hands. 

They count the footſteps. of their-coming Lord,. 

They view the mercy- ſeat with one accord. 

One tells his name, another tells his place, 

Another writes the beauties of his face. 

Thus is he glanc'd at by their piercing eyes, 

The laſt of them his harbinger elpies; 

And O the briſk, the charming airs, that ſpring. 

From the conſent of each harmonious ſtring! 

He's overwiſe who dreads fictitious lines 

From hands unbrib'd, and hearts without deſigns. 

They wrote beyond themſelves, which ſerves to prove 

Their hearts and hands were guided from above. 

The world's juſt age, and. what was done of old, 

Are in the ſacred regiſter enroll'd. 

Here may be ſeen the priſtine ſtate of man, 

And, that NILE's head, the ſource where ills began. 

Here may be ſeen what makes a ſecond ſpring; 

Here is the beſt account of every thing. 

The wonders witneſs now by mortal eyes, 

Are but the produtts of its propheſies. 

The ſcriptures rule the world : Till this Shall burn, 

All ages on the axle-tree ſhall turn. a 
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This Heaven,. inſpired volume doth avow, 

What reaſon may embrace, or muſt allow. | 
When God deſcribes himſelf,” *tis ſuch an height, 
As far ſurmounts quick fancy s higheſt flight. 

*Tis reaſon, reaſon ſhould be puzzled here; 

Man ſhould be God, if he knew what he were. 
To theſe vaſt heights thus ſober reaſon ſaith, 

I ſee tie ſeals, and yield the chair to faith. © 

Now the Almighty's word ſhall vermin ſlight, 
When Heaven and Earth bear witneſs to his might! 
Vaſt numbers from his word at firſt did flow, 

And muſt his word paſs for a cypher now? 

Nay, his commands at firſt creations were, 

And now his word commands and gives an ear: 
It is a ſun that gives both light and eyes, 

A voice that bids s, and makes the dead ariſe. 

It makes clouds, ſtars, and ſends them to the ſky, 
And turneth Heaven into a colony. 

Unbelief is not reaſon, but a luſt; 

God's hand and ſword give it its e chruſt. 
The law of the two tables will prevail, 

When other ſelf-invented means ſhall fail. 

Whilſt other archers level in the dark, 

The arrows from God's quiver hit the mark. 
What voices, or what viſions, would you liave 4 
God's voice, or nothing will your brethren ſave. 


New methods of falvation to contrive, 


Is fruitleſs labour; let *em hear and live: 
But if they wo'nt, their mittimus is ſeal'd; 


A {ſtubborn patient never can be heal'd. 


If preachers rais'd by God they will diſdain, - 
— rais'd from the grave would -preach in vain. 
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